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“WHAT Is MORAL,” says Ernest Heming- 
is what you feel good alter. And 
what is immoral is what you fecl bad 
fer. 

By this yardstick, Hemingway is a 


man of unimpeachable morals. For 
many years he has hit the bottle, 
tumbled wenches, enjoyed such or- 


rand bullfight 
and has felt pretty good about it all. 
diflerent ideas about 
HH him a sinner, and 
. they say, are death. But 
y has cheated death time 
time again, to become a scarred 
rded American legend, a Great 
White Hunter, a husband of four wiv 


ng 


ner of Nobel and Pulitzer prizes 
god of the whole con- 
Amer- 


the bronze 
ry eperience 
¢ Alfved 
paid off for Hemin; 
“The wonder,” says one of his old high- 
school teachers, speaking from the se- 
curity of Oak Park, IL “is how a 
boy brought up in Christian and Puri- 
dd write so 


well of the de 
Oak Part it, dry and 


uhis right 


ation and gore is 5 
prising only to those who have never 
heard the adage about minister's d 
ters. 

The devil and the underworld, Hem- 
ingway discovered, are popular subjects. 
His novels sell furiously at the book- 
stores and Hollywood has bought the 
rights to most of them for impressive 
ms. But Hemingway can't please 
everyone. Right-wingers don't like him 
when he takes potshots at American 
capitalists (To Have and Have Not) or 
at Franco (For Whom the Bell Tolls); 
Ieftwingers don’t like him because he 
has never been critical cnough of society 
to suit them. Hemingway says that, at 
one time, he was absolutely heartbroken 
at the terrible things going on in the 
world, and the biggest decision of his 
life was whether he should try to do 


KILEY AND HEMIN 


WAY, 


something about it or be a writer. “Cold 
as a snake, I decided to be a writer.” 
Which may explain why statesman-poet 
Ard Id’ MacLeish calls him a literary 
irresponsible. 

Disciples of Dr. Freud are also dis- 
turbed by him. His prose is aggressively 
virile and hairy-chested, but discerning 
Freudians suspect, not without reason, 
that its author may be unsure of his own 
maleness. For Hemingway's work, they 
assert, revels a castration complex. of 

3 NCS, protagonist 
of The Sun Also Rises, is an emasculated 
war veteran (“I looked at myself in the 
mirror... It was a rotten way to be 
wounded.”); a boy sexually mutilates 
himself in God Rest You Merry Gentle- 
men; in For Whom the Bell Tolls, w 
t Pablo, likened to boar that 
has been altered” and its “two stones” 
cast away, finds it necessary to accuse the 
hero of me stones. On 
less ob his work is rife with 
sy ibis: the hero of The 
Snows of Kilimanjaro dies from a gan- 
grenous leg; Harry Morgan, of To Have 
and Have Not, loses an. arm (“There's 
worse things than lose an arm. You've 
got two arms and you've got two of 
something else. And a man's still a man 
with one arm or with one of these... 
1 got those other wo still.”); in Now I 
Lay Me, a woman destroys her hus- 
band’s cherished collection of snakes 
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and arrowheads (two explicit: phallic 
symbols) .. . and the list is only partial. 
A facetious thought occurs: might: not 
Hemingway's leitmotif be the intrepid 
but impotent words of a popular song? 


Ive been around the world 
in a plane, 
I've setiled revolutions 
in Spain, 
The North Pole I've charted, 
But still I can’t get started 
With you. 


What, then, is Hemingway? What is 
he besides the hard-drinking, death- 

ppy, sexually insecure, swaggering, 
iresponsible author of _ bestselling 
Hollywood fodder? 

For one thing, he 
writer in the world. 

James Joyce and André Gide are dead, 
Ezra Pound is in an asylum, T. S$. Eliot 
polite Broadway comedies, 
m Faulkner no long 
¢ with anybody but Willi m 
That leaves few writers of 
nd high on the 
Among con- 
American wi he stands 
out like uged oak in a field of deli- 
cate pansies (pun intended). Our litera 
ture has become a morass of incense and 
ish moss, of pre- 
(concluded overleaf) 


ry be the greatest 


Faulkner, 
any real literary stature, 


temporary 


ayB: DOLE ERUEST: CLR DE LE 
Wiss CURE: oA 


PERCY F, 


Philudelphii 
‘tra, Ormandy. conduce 
for’ 6 popular warks— 
Bolero, Espana, Po~ 
‘wane, Escales, ete. 
2.The Voice 
‘Frank Sinatra in 12 
gongs that first mace 
him * famous — Lover, 
Fools Rush In, ete. 
3 King of Swing: Vol. 1 
Benny Goodman and 
4 TIO 
id High, 
Moonglow—9 ‘more. 
4 My Fair Lady 
Perey Faith and his 
‘Orchestra play: music 
from this hit show. 


Mendelssohn: 
Violin Concerto 
Tehraikovsky= 
Violin Concerto 
Francescatti, " violtn: 
N'Y. Philharmonte. 
Mitropoulos, “conduct. 

6 1 Love Paris 
Michel Legrand and 
Gren’ piay ‘La Vie En 
Rose, Paris-12) more. 
Z Jazz: Red Hot & Coot 
We Brubeck Quarta 
in’ Love" Walked. In, 
The Duke—S more. 
8 Levant Plays 
Gershavin 
3 work=—Rhapsody In 
ive: Concerto in F: 
‘An American in Paris. 
9 Saturday Night Moca 
Dance music by 12 
funds Jimmy Dorsey, 
Bammy Kaye, etc. 


rE 5 
ers Me 
ce 
Philadelphia _ Orch., 
Eee 


11 Music of Jerome 
K 


Andre Kostelanetz and 
Ils Orchestra play 20 
Kern favorites: 

42 Ambassador Satch 
European Concert Ree 
cordings by the great 
Louts “Armstrong and 
is Au-stars. 


THE PHILADELPHIA ORCHESTRA, 
EUGENE ORMANDY, tonite 
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‘YES! You may have, FREE, ANY 3 of these best-selling 
12” Columbia @ records. We make this unique offer 
to introduce you to the money-saving program of the 
Columbia @ Record Club . . . a program that selects for 
you each month the greatest works in every field of 
music—performed by the worlds finest artists and bril- 
Hiantly reproduced on Columbia @ records. 


HOW THE CLUB OPERATES 

of the Club’s program and to 
—mail the coupon, indicating 
ions best suits your musical 
taste: Classical; Jazz; Listening and Dancing; Broadway, 
Movies, Television and Musical Comedies. 

Each’ month you will receive free the Club Magazine 
which describes the current selections in all four divi- 
sions. You may accept or reject the monthly selection 
for your division. You may also take records from the 
other Club divisions. This unique advantage assures you 
the widest possible choice of recorded entertainment 
Or you may tell us to send you NO record in any month. 
Your only obligation is to accept as few as 4 selections 
from the almost 100 that will be offered during the next 
12 months, and you may carcel membership at any time 
thereafter. The records you want are mailed and billed 
to you at only $3.98 plus a small mailing charge. 


FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY 
‘The 3 records sent to you now represent an “advance” 
of the Club's bonus system—given to you at once. After 
you have fulfilled your membership obligation by pur- 
chasing four records, you will receive an additional free 
Bonus record of your choice for every two additional 
Club selections you accept. Bonus records are superb 
12° Columbia @ records—the very best of the world- 
famous Columbia @ calalog—just like those shown here. 
Because you are given a Columbia « record free for each 
two records you purchase from the Club, your membership 
provides the best buy in records—anywhere. 

Indicate on the coupon which 3 records you wont 
free, and the division you prefer. Then mail the coupon 
at once, You must be delighted with membership or you 
may cancel without obligation by returning the free 


records within 10 days. 
COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB 


Dept. 403, 165 West 46th Street, New York 36, N. Y. 
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If you join the Columbia @ Record Club now—and agree 
to accept os fow as 4 selections during the coming 12 months 


Only the Columbia G) Record Club 
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can make an unprecedented offer like this! 
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COLUMBIA @ RECORD CLUB, Dept, 403 

165 West 46th Street, New York 36, N. Y. 

Plense send me as my FREE eift the 3 records indicated here: 
(Select the 3 records you want from the lst on this page, and 
circle the corresponding numbers here) 

5c ee, 10 ee Le ed 


‘and enroll me in the following Division of the Club. 
(check one box only) 

O cles: 1D Lctening and Dancing 
D Broadway, Movies, Television and Musical Comedies D Jaxx 
Each month you will send me the Columbla @ Fecord Club Magazine which 
describes the records offered in all four Club divisions. I have the privilese 
of accepting the monthly selection in the division checked above, or any other 
Selection described, oF Tone at all. My only obligation 1s to accept a Ininimum 
ol four records inthe next 12 months at the reeular list price plus a small 
foalling charge. After scoepting 4 records. T will recelve a {ree Bonus record 
for every two additional records I purchase. If not delighted with member= 
ship, I may cancel within 10 days by returning all records. 


now 
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(so ceremetat 
CANADA: 

If you wish to have this membership credited to an estabs 

Mshed “Columbia Records dealer, ‘authorized to accept 
subscriptions, please fill in the’ following information: 


Prices slightly higher, Adéress 11-13 Soho St., Toronto 2B 


Deoler’s Name. 
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cicwse style and hyperfine 
there is no god but Tennessee, 
Truman is his prophet. There 
mittedly, both good and bad wi 
this school, but all of ther pr 
chroniclers of dreams. In reaction to the 
often superficial writing of the 
tury, they have abandoned the known 
world to brave the terra incognita of 
the unconscious mind where “nothing 
what is not.” “This pioneering 
able. but all too frequently such 
writers are so busy exploring. stylistic 
jungles that they neglect to blaze th 
nefit of those who follow. 
When their readers wander in circles 
ind become ost, they are apt to curse 
them for fools and stubbornly crash on 
alone. Perhaps because he has wekked 
many a real jungie in his life, Heming- 
way knows the Importance of a well 
blazed trail, 

In this issue of PLAYBoy, and in sev- 
eral issues to come, il meet 
Ernest Hemingway. You'll see him 
h the eyes of his old pal and 
Jed Kiley. The 
irrepressible Kiley has had what is popu- 
larly called “a checkered ci * Be- 
ginning as a reporter in Chicago with 
the late Cl alte MacArthur, Kiley 
downed his way through the Mexic 
border war of 1916, in 1924 was oper: 
ing a Paris night club. “It was eas 
tells us: “I put in a poor quality of 
champagne, a hot band and floor show, 
and jacked prices 10%. The Americans 
né in droves.” In Paris he acquired 
a reputation as “Mister Sex." When we 
asked him about this particular facet of 
his history, the grizzled, white haired 
roisterer admitted. “I was some baby 
when Twas a kid. Took a gal away from 
Rudolph Valentino when he was at the 
height of his career as a heartbreaker 
But all his stay in Gay Paree wasn't 
spent overcharging tourists and beating 
Valentino's time. He was also an editor 
of The Boulevardier, a sort of Pa nm 
ptaynoy that published the early work 
of Sinclair Lewis, F. Scott Fitzgerald, 
Louis Bromfield and (to return to our 
original subject) a young fellow named 
Ernest M. Hemingway. It was in this 
Paris of the Roaring Twenties that 
Kiley’s friendship with Hemingway be- 


STEFFEN 


n. and it is at this point that Kiley 
msell will take up the story im his un- 
ashed. unauthorized biography. Au- 
thorized bios—carefully expurgated and 
dressed up by the subjects — are noto- 
riously rosy and notoriously dull. Re 
PLAVWOY series, Hemingway 

ite anything you 
you recollect it about me, but 
pect me to authenticate it 
ey it.” Which suits us 
We couldn't want a better 
the unexpurgated, unauthorized Kiley 
to lead us through the jungles of darkest 
Hemingway and show us the vital im- 
portance of being The “title 
bout” between Jed and Papa H. starts 
in this September issue of 

Playboy's penthouse apartment, de- 
signed by J. E. ‘Lucker, receives a seven- 
page, full-color presenta this i 
and another five in the next. You'll find 
this a bachelor’s dream diggings. That 
perennial Parisian peepshow, The 
has been turned into a 
celluloid extravaganza and PLAYBOY was 
there for the filming. 
iction, this month, leads off with 
fine yarn by Robert Sheckley, whose Spy 
Story appeared here just one year apo. 
Love, Incorporated is the name of this 
new opus, and we think you'll agree it’s 
a corker. Fred Steffen did the eye-stop- 
ping two-page illustration. The Doll, 
by newcomer Hugh G. Foster, will give 
you a smile. we think: and another 
Jobnny-comelately (this particular 
Johnny is named Wallace) offers a 
moving story of marital tension titled 
sel Out of My Life. 

John Lardner checks in for the first 
time with a piece on the exciting you! 
heavyweight, Floyd Patterson. John will 
be handling other sports assignments in 
future issues, including pLaynoy's 3 
nual ring preview. 

Pauick Chase kept the cables hot with 
his crackling copy from Haiti: Thomas 
Mario sets even the sternest mouth to 
watcring with his hymn to ham; and if 
all this doesn’t leave you recling, there's 
a perky peppering of Party Jokes, 
icks and cartoons to add a final fillip to 
this saucy September issue. 


or authori, 
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MISS JUNE 
The ‘men of Bryan Hall, Michigan 
State, have voted Miss June our Play- 
mate of the Year. What a beauty! 
David H. Bernstein 
Michigan State 
East Lansing, Michigan 


Where was Miss Gloria Walker, your 
June Playmate, hiding during my visic 
back home to the Bronx? After seeing 
Gloria's beautiful everything in the June 
PLAYBOY, she gets my vote as the 
“Playmate I would like most to check- 
mate.” If Gloria is an indication of the 
tim cralt that are now plying Bronx 
waters, I'm heading back, 

Please send me Gloria’s address as I 
would like to challenge her to a game... 
of chess. 

Lt. (jg) Mickey K: 
US Skagit 
c/o FPO, San Francisco, Calif. 

Can't ‘send you Gloria’s address, 
Mickey, but you can write to her in 
care of the magazine. 


appes 


Here's my Friskie box-top and half-a- 
buck to cover postage (never mind the 
handling)—please send me Gloria for 
fifteen days’ free trial, I understand that 
if, at the end of this period, { am not 
completely satisfied, I'll probably be 
dead so it's damned unlikely that VIL 
demand a refund. 

As a bachelor of forty who should 
know about such things (and 1 some- 
times wonder if I do), 1 would say, 
simply, that she is the most. 

E. Dorsey Loane 
Rock Hall, Maryland 


Hey! Any of you guys notice the beau- 
tiful blue eyes on Miss June? Take an- 
other look! Pretty, huh? 
An ex-playgirl 
Auburn, Nebraska 


CHESS FAUX PAS 

T feel certain it was photographer 
Herman Leonard, not chess expert Al 
. who taught Gloria Walker 
how to play the game for her Playmate 
picture in your ‘June issue. But even 
with the board set sideways, I'd enjoy a 
game with Glor 


Dennis S, Robbins 
Los Angeles, California 


Whoever was playing (chess) with our 
exquisite June Playmate was obviously 
disturbed “by the propinquity of those 
pulchritudinous pulmonary protruber- 


ances, because he set the chess board up 
sideways. The white square should be 
in the lower right corner of the board 
(see diagram, page 54, pravuoy, June, 
1956). He gave her two white Bishops 
also, but who cares? I give her three 
cheers, the whole chess set and a life 
membership in my private chess club. 
Furthermore, I respectively submit 
that you, PLayBoy, have discovered the 
most beautiful and practical towel rack 
in the field of modern home decoration. 
Michael J. Stump 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
P.S. Just once before I die—may 1 play 
with your chess set? 


Who was your technical adviser on 
the photographing of the June Play- 
mate? Miss June is engaged’ in a most 
unorthodox ‘game of chess. To begin 
with, the hoard itself is sideways—the left 
corner square should be black, not white. 
Also, Miss June seems to be playing her 
pieces in a ‘most unusual manner: a. She 
has two Bishops on white; only one 
should be. b. If we take the board as 
placed correctly, she has a doubled-up 
Pawn on square b5, with no black pieces 
taken prior to the one she’s capturing 
now. ¢. And what is she taking that 
Knight with? The ie Pawn on b5, 
Tl bet. d. Im addition, her King ap- 
pears to be occupying four squares at 
‘once and it looks as though her right 
Rook were planning on running off the 
board all by itself. 

Now how are we supposed to win this 
game with so much skulduggery going 
on? Or will the lovely Playmate throw 
in the towel of her own accord? Still, the 
game does show progress—we've 
taken one of her nights, I mean 
And who could ask for a more worthy 
opponent? 

I thoroughly enjoyed your entire chess 
cor ndium. Last Gambit was a clever 
variation 6n strip poker and who posed 
for these li ssgirls? Wow! 


perkeley California 
PLAYBoy's living chessgirls were posed 
by Marion Scott, who previously ap- 
peared as the May Playmate. 


SOUND OF THUNDER 

Orchids to Ray Bradbury, and to you 
also, for his story in the June issue on 
the how-to-do-ityourself dinosaur hunt. 
A Sound of Thunder was, without ques 
tion, the best science fiction story we 
have ever read and it had us sitting on 
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PLAYBOY 


a double shot of sophisticated pleasure 


THE BEST FROM PLAYBOY 
and PLAYBOY ANNUAL 


Here, in two handsome, hard-cover volumes, 


are all the best, most sophi ted, most provocative features 
from the first two years of Playboy. 

Jack Cole, Gardner Rea, Al Stine and Vip; 
dwell, Charles Beaumont and Thorne 
humor by Ray Ri 1, Earl Wilson and Max Shulman; 
plus a choice selection of Ribald Classics and a host of 


Party Jokes, ballads, toasts and limericks, 


You'll want both books for your permanent library, 


and several extra copies for deserving [riends. 


THE BEST FROM PLAYBOY and, PLAYBOY ANNUAL 
$3.75 each—béth books for $7—Send check or money order to 
PLAYBOY’ BOOK DEPARTMENT, 11 E. Superior Street; 
Chicago 11,. Illinois 3 


the edge of nothing till the very end. 
We also enjoyed the features on chess 
—both written and pictorial. They were 
nice—but, oh, that safari in pre-historia! 
charles F. Morgan II 
Lawrence C. Russell 
San Francisco, California 


REPRINTS 

As a faithful pLavpoy reader since 
your first issue, T feel I'm entitled to air 
a gripe that's been building up for a 

In your July Playbill, you 
pounce that you are now paying top 
editorial rates in the field. Fine. So how 
come we have to put up with so many 
reprints? In that stresses 
ality the way PLAYBOY does (and gives 
it to us—that VM admit), f find the num- 
ber of reprint storics you use incxcus- 
able. Are we to believe that even with 
the rates you are paying, vou can’t get 
cnough good miterial to fill a magazine 
without culling other mags and other 
field 

Don't get me wrong—th : good 
stories, but when I shell out 50c for a 
magazine, 1 don't like to find it filled 
widh fiction I've already read. I'm not 
referring to the Ribald Classics—just the 
general stories. 

With the gripe out of the way, I 
might as well include the kudos, too: 
The layout is about the best I've ever 
seen; story quality is fine (when are you 
going to get a Ted Stngeon stor 
Playmates—what can I say, except that I 
continue drooling: pictorial teatures— 
more laudatory cliches in order (and 
special comment on the fine quality of 
the reproduction); artides and regular 
features in’ general fi with speci 
praise for Thomas Mario's first rate 
pieces on food and drink: cartoons won- 
derful. espec Cole's. though T think 
AI Stine is one of the very best, too. 

The most entertai story of the 
past y my opinion. was Sheckley’s 
Spy Story. I feel his delicious, subule 

ires have been too long restricted to 
the limited readership of science fiction 


mags and hope you will have some more 
soon. But no more reprints. 
Dick Ellington 
New York, New York 
In the beginning, rLavwoy tied to 


present its readers with the best, most 
entertaining material from both past and 
present. However, we had to recognize 
that any story printed previously, even 
if in limited form, might have been al- 
ready read by a certain number of our 
audience. Because of PLaysov's rather 
special populavity, we ave now ina posi- 
tion lo command the very finest in new 
fiction cach month and so will only 
rarely rely upon reprint material in the 
future. d new story by Robert Sheckley 
appears in this issue. 


COLLEGE JAZZ 

I enjoyed your review of college jazz 
in the April Alter Hours, but 1 
mention of the great jazz groups we have 
down here at North Texas State College. 
We've two outstandings groups here on 
the NTSC campus: one is an octet that 
stands up to any other jazz organization, 


professional or otherwise; the other, a 
20 piece band, is also an amazing college 
aggregation, 

Perhaps you didn’t know that this 
college is the only accredited school in 
the nation that offers a degree in jazz. 
The head of the department is Dr. M. E. 
Hall, sometimes referred to as the Doctor 
of Jazz, 


Bob Knight 
North Texas State College 
Denton, Texas 


TENNIS, ANYONE? 

Tread with considerable interest your 
nine-page spread on chess in the June is- 
sue. May I su rly Compre- 
hensive presentation on ter 
tain it would be very much appreciated 
by your readers. 

Harry F. Owens 
Piusburgh, Pennsylvania 


PLAYBOY'S OFFICE GIRLS 
Janet Pilgrim is a magnificent spect 
men of womanhood, but with chicks like 
Shirley, Mary, Bonnie and Mary Ann 
around your office, I think you should 
give us a Playmate feature in an carly 
issue that includes all the luscious Lassies 
who work for PLayboy. 
Bill Chatham 
Nashville, Tennessee 


SELECTING THE FIRST WIFE 

Just a suggestion from a “first” wife 
(also, the monthly purchaser and dis- 
coverer of pLaynoy in my family) for pos- 
sible future serious, rather than satirical, 
advice that author Shepherd Mead 
might give to playboys and to crase the 
idea many playboys harbor — “Old 
boys never die, they just get married. 
© many men crroncously classify 
women in two categories — “Them that 
will and them that won't: the type you 
marry, the type you don’t.” 

The fact is that all girls, with rare ex 
ceptions, want to get married and al 
nost all of them, with the right husband, 
im become good housewives as well as 
good playmates, Contrary to the popu- 
idea that both men and women have, 
is the woman, not the man, who 
changes after marriage most. ‘Therefore, 
the glamor git] who can’t boil water and 
doesn’t know what a dust doth looks 
like can become a very domestic house- 
wife without losing any of her playmatey 
qualities. And, on the other | nd, the 
prim girl who possesses all the domestic 
qualities before marria in develop 
given the proper en- 
dd guidance. Men can dis 
cover In muriage that a woman can be 
his playmate, friend, wife and mother of 
his children, but it is up to him to bring 
these things out in his wile by neither 
allowing himself to become henpecked 
and losing his individualism, nor by the 
other extreme of using too much mascu- 
line superiority. 

Women's magazines are full of advice 
for women on successful marriage and 
they are tai ¢ when they 
are youn wavines or their 
t training rarely prepares them for 
the role of a good | husband, 1 realize 
that your magazine's advice on having 


THE 
NEWEST 
LOOK 


IN SUEDE 
from CALIFORNIA 


It’s the newest. The leaner, longer line 
(31”), the relaxed shaker knit collar and 
cuffs, adjustable side tabs, deep slash 
pockets give you a handsomely comfortable 
look throughout. In a class all by itself, 
of finest butter-soft imported skins. 
Calipel® processed for spot 

resistance and water repellancy. 

In sand, cocoa, charcoal or rust. With 
full length zipper, as shown, or 
hutton-front style. About $42. 


Write for nearest store featuring 
SUEDES by 


CALIFORNIA 
SPORTWEAR CO. 


1024-36 So. Maple Ave- 


California 
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How to be the happiest 
creative engineer 


Beckman Instruments, Inc.* offers 
E.E’'s, M.E.’s, Manufacturing, and Sales 
Engineers the kinds of jobs that crea- 
tive men dream about. Top salary, all 
employment “extras” including our Edu- 
cational Assistance Plan, modern facil- 
ities and personal recognition that 
comes naturally with our decentralized 
operation. Small town living...but near 
metropolitan areas in either Fullerton, 
Newport Beach, Richmond, or Palo Alto. 


*We're pacing the commercial electronics 
field ($3,000,000 sales in 1949 to $21,000,000 
sales in 1955) and we'll be disappointed 
if you don’t grow with us. 


Beckman V/ trae ae 


Write Beckman Instruments, Inc., 2999 W. 6th 
St, Los Angeles 5, Calif. Ask for Career File #66. 


The PLAYBOY COLLEGE BUREAU’S 
student representatives may notall 
own Thunderbirds, but they do 
pick up some extra loot by pro- 
moting the magazine and doing 
merchandising work for national 
advertisers. Alas, there are cam- 
puses where we have no repre- 
sentative. In college? Interested? 
Write for full information: 


PLAYBOY COLLEGE BUREAU 
11 E, SUPERIOR ST. 
CHICAGO 11. ILLINOIS 


successful affairs outside of marriage and 
before marriage is meant in fun, and we 
enjoy reading it, but perhaps playboys 
would welcome some serious advice on 
how-to-have-fum-though-married, too. 
A Married Playmate 
Staten Island, New York 


PROSPECTIVE PLAYMATES 

I would like very much to be a Play- 
mate of the Month. I know this desire 
is shared by thousands of other Ameri- 
can girls, but this has been my one big 
dream since I first read PLAyBoy over a 
year ago. I am enclosing a few recent 
snaps [rom my album and here are a 
few notes on myself: I am 28 years old. 
Kentucky born (Lexington), blonde, 


stand 5” 134" tall, 3744”-2114"-35" in the 
proper places. I have been an Arthur 
Murray dance instructor, an ai 
stewardess and completed two years of 
college. 

1 will be waiting with fingers crossed. 
In fact, I am so excited at the thought 
I'm sure I will not sleep until I hear 
from you. 


Dee Taylor 
Houston, Texas 


Several friends have suggested that I 
submit some photographs of myself to 


you, in hopes of becoming 2 Playmate. 
So here they are. About myself: ’m 19 
years old, attend Orange Coast College, 
model in local fashion shows. I am 5’ 4”, 
bust 84”, waist 22”, hips 35”. I hope you 
like the pictures; 1 would consider it a 
great honor to be chosen as a Playmate 
of the Month, 

Susan Counter 

Laguna Beach, California 


Just picked up my June copy of pLay- 
oy and think your June Playmate, 
Gloria Walker, is a real doll. 1 am also 
a New York telephone operator and sec- 
ing that you've nothing against redhead 
I was wondering how one goes about get" 
ting her picture in pLavnoy. 

Lola Tuohey 

New York, New York 


PERFECT SECRETARY 
Having nothing to do, I thought I'd 
drop you a line and tell you how much 
I enjoyed your cartoon spread, The Per- 
fect Secretary. Each picture was better 
than the one before it. 1 still laugh 
every time I reread it. How about more 
of this type of humor in the future? 
Mis. M. Zinn 
Brunswick, Georgia 


Last Christmas I subscribed to pray- 
noy for two men in my life: my hus- 
band, who is a Lt. Commander in the 
Navy Air Force and my boss, for whom 
m employed as a private secre 
Noses to say, I couldn’t have pleased 
either of them more than by giving them 
PLAYBOY. 

I, too, enjoy the magazine very much 
and we all got a real boot out of your 
feature, The Perfect Secretary, by Ary 
Miller in the May issue. Naturally, it 
does not apply in any to this ollice, 
but was interesting nevertheless. We all 
look forward to our issues of PLAYBOY 
every month. 


Mrs. Richard Carlson 
Columbus, Ohio 


COLE'S VENUS DE MILO 

Thought you might be interested in 
knowing that Jack Cole’s cartoon on the 
missing arms of Venus de Milo from the 
June issue of rLAyBoy is posted on the 
ulletin board of the Humanitics De- 
paumentsat the University of Florida, 
My instructor in Greck philosophy con- 
siders it one of the cleverest cartoons he 
hits cver scen. 


Don Appleby 

Alpha Epsilon Pi 
University of Florida 
Gainesville, Florida 


PLAYBOY HARMONY 

We would like permission to use your 
name for a barber shop quartette we 
have organied. We were sitting around 
the other night after reheat trying to 
think of a good, new idea for nd 
some one mentioned your very = 
© and then suggested calling our- 
selves “The Playboys.” We all read 
PLAYBOY as soon as it hits the si 
and feel if we can be as good 
as you are a magazine, we will go clear 
to the top. 


Jim Ten Eyck, lead 
Rol Elson, tenor 
Harold aver, baritone 
Ivan Boyer, bass 
North Platte, Nebraska 
We're pleased by your choice of a 
name and wish you many years of close 


harmony. 


| PLAYBOY 


films 


Acting is an element of minor impor- 
tance in the making of a movie: many a 
fine film, compounded of story, direc- 
torial, photographic and editing excel- 
lences, has been none the worse for an 
entire cast of mediocre actors. But when 
a story revolves around one powerful, 
pivotal character, and when that charac- 
ter is “a grand, ungodly, god-like man” 
who looks like someone “cut away from 
the stake,” a man “gnawed within and 
scorched without with the infixed, un- 
relenting fangs of some incurable idea,” 
then that chiracter requires an «ctor, 
wnd a great one, or the story should 
never be filmed at all. Such a story is 
Melville's Moby Dick, which John Hu: 
ton 20 years ago dreamed of filming, 
with his father —the famous, fiery Wal- 
ter—as that Promethean character, Cap- 

ain Ahab, who sends himself, his ship 
and his @ew to the ocean floor in the 
course of his vengeful killing of the 
whale who chewed off his leg. For some 
reason, the dream was shelved; Walter 
Huston never played Ahab; and when, 
after his death, son John revived the 
dream and realized it, his perverse, in 
credible choice for the role was Gregory 
Peck. The film Huston made has ail the 
earmarks of a cinematic masterpiece: the 
screenplay, distilled from Melville with 
great craft by Ray Bradbury, is a gem; 
the direction is strong. secure and sen- 
sitive; the photography ravishes the eye; 
the editing is sharp and deft; and cven 
the actors. perfectly cast, do their work 
with skill and assurance — all save one, 
Despite masterful make-up, cunning 
camera angles, wily coaching and the 
ominous sound of massed trombones on 


AFTER 


the sounduack, Peck (a nice guy who 
did his best) isa feeble, tiny, impotent, 
totally inadequate Ahab, Hence, Moby 
Dick, which might have been the best 
film of the decade, is, rather, one of the 
most woeful wastes in the history of the 
screen: a beautiful, hollow shell. 


Jouncy Judy Holliday is a raucons ten- 
share holder who battles a conniving 
board of directors in The Solid Gold 
Cadillac. Her way with whimsy is beau- 
tifully brutal as she steams ahead with 
those double-takes, non-sequiturs and 
wide-eyed wisecracks that have become 
her trademark, Paul Douglas is the 
tycoon who kills the corporate dragon 
and gets the girl, but the whole cast is 
mere’ background for the spoof and 
spark of Holliday. 


The Bad Seed has set the care and r: 
ing of children back a good distance: 
wise parents now [risk their kiddies for 
cosh and shiv every night before bedd 
bye. Hollywood's Mervyn LeRoy has 
picked up the entire Broadway cast and 
told the whole gory business in the 
eeriest, most chilling horror story of the 
year, Nancy Kelly (who may cop an 
Oscar) is the distraught mama who 
slowly gets wise that her only kid, a psy- 
chopathic Goody Two Shoes played by 
Patty McCormack, is running up @ mur- 
der score that's crowding Jack the Rip- 
per's. Shrewd. savage, cunning, our 
perverted Shirley Temple is a one-mop- 
pet crime wave who kills for a trinket 
or a toy. Brvrrl 


Ole! An imposing newsrcel anthology 
tiled Bull Fight offers a chilling pano- 
rama of classic bull sticking during the 
past 50 years. Displaying no nerves at 
all, and carving up a lot of pot roast, 
are such renowned ear-and-hoofers as 
Belmonte, Josclito, Dominguin and the 
magnificent Manolete. Yankee audiences 
may find the goring scenes a bit too 


1, but one of those two murderous 
males in the ring has got to lose. 


Stanley Kubrick: remember the name. 
Yes, that’s right, he’s the fellow who 
turned out the awfully arty and self 
conscious Fear and Desire a couple of 
years ago, but every guy is permitted a 
warm-up, isn't he? As of today, the 
ullented, thirtyish Mr. K is warmed u 
to fever pitch. For The Killing is a 
taut, lean, diamond-hard, diamond- 


bright case history of a two million dol- 
lar heist. that will leave the popcorn 
unchewed and forgotten in your mouth. 


Writer-director Kubrick, with the help 
of a sturdy story and some beat-up 
B-actors, has made a fine, fast, filmic film 
that (if you leave two minutes before 
the phony, crime-doesn’tpay ending) 
will convinee you movies are better than 
ever 


Guess what? Hollywood has created a 
musical without one chorus girl, one tap 
dancer or any references to the bitter- 
sweet life of a Show Biz Trouper, The 
name of it is High Society and it is de- 
lightful, 

For those who've forgotten the plot of 
Philip Barry's stylish Philadelphia Story 
(on which this romp is based), it has to 
do with a frigidhciress (Grace Kelly) who 
divorces husband No.1 (Bing Crosby) 
and who, several years later, decides 10 
take on ‘a crashing bore (John Lund) 
as hubby No. 2. Bing isn’t buying this 
for the good reason that he’s still ga-ga 
over Grace. Reporters Frank Sinatra and 
Celeste Holm arrive to cover the nuptials 
and everybody flies in a tangled maze of 
high socicty shenanigans. The locale of 
all the fan has been switched from Philly 
to Newport, Rhode Island, and Cole 
Porter has thrown together nine original 
tunes for the occasion. Most memorable: 
Who Wants to be a Millionaire?, a spar- 
Kling novelty number done up by Frank 
and Celeste; and a gay, goofy roundelay 
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titled Well Did You Evah?, kicked 
around by Sinatra, bathed in 
pagne, and Crosby, tending a battered 
heart. The songs aren't the best Porter 
ever penned, but they're a cut aoe 
average for 2 filmusical and serve as 
most pleasant adjunct to this light Soule 
in which you see (as Celeste Holm cracks) 
leged class enjoying their 
Louis Armstrong tootles a 


priv 


8 
trumpet and gargles some good-natured 
vocals, too. 


records 


be had via the LP of that nomenclature 
‘ol W750). The whole affair has a 
certain historical signifi 
brings together, for the first time, the 
oral talents of the nvo most popular 


then a 
of letting loose for some time to come. 
Surprisingly enough, however, in this 
package it is Bing who comes out on 
top. He has a fine old time on Now You 
Has Jazz, with Satchmo; docs well by two 
catchy romantic things: I Love You, 
Samantha and True Love (the later 
includes a bit of harmony with Grace 
Kelly); and teams with Frank for the 
drunken Well Did You Evah? Sinawra 
gets a couple of ballads, too: You're 
Sensational and Mind If I Make Love 
To You, plus Cole Porter's most playful 
line, in Evah: “Have you heard that 
Mimsy Starr—She got pinched in the 
As-tor bar. 


With nary more than a git fiddle 
plinking in the background, Julie Lon- 
don doles out great gobs of nostalgia on 
Lonely Girl (Liberty 3012). “The ‘tunes 


are all of the good-looking-dame-under- 
night-when-her- 


a-street-lamp-on 
lover-hasgone 
inviguing way of wheezing the lyrics 
right down your neck. This is her sec- 
ond LP (her first: Julie Is Her Name, 
Liberty 3006) and indicates chat Miss 
London is a shoo-in for success. 


On Galypso (Victor LPM-1248), Harry 
Belafonte relies on none of the standard 
foisted on the two-week 
bles a_serics of 
sind lullabies ranging from 
the wildly romantic I Do: Adere Fer to 
the pithy, but pointed. philosophy of 
Hosanna (“House built on a weak fo 
dation will not stand—oh, no, oh, no" 
Few men can carry Belafonte’s bongo 
drum when it comes to traditio 
ing—work songs, love songs. spirituals— 
and this LP is’ one of his to date. 


ng a movie poster in- 
stead of this sober critique, we would 
probably isolate one phrase — “reRvERs! 
Ly voLuprvous” — from Aldous Husley 


program notes for Madrigals of Gesual- 
do, Vol. I (Sunset 600), and talk about 
the composer’s habit’ of submitting 
“ecstatically to frequent whippings.” 
Such strategy would be misleading, how- 
ever, for this gentle vocal music is just 
about the most passionless, pure, serene 
and soporific stuff you're likely to hear 
in many a day, great for untangling 
knotted nerves, guaranteed to soothe 
savage breasts all over the place, Do 
polish up your Italian, though: you'll 
get a bang out of the one about the 
bosom-biting mosquito and the guy who 


yearns “to sha 
sort of a Ril 

mony. The 

of West C s, do the warbling 

If British madrigals are your dish, these 
can be had on The English Madrigal 
School, Vol. 2 (Vangua ard BG 554). OF 


the same high standard as the pine vol- 
ume (Playboy After Hours, May, 1956), 
this latest disc is packed with sweet songs 
of Happy Dames, Doleful Doves and 
Sweet Honey-Sucking Bees, becomes 
bellicose with Young Cupid Hath Pro- 
claimed a Bloody War, pedantic with 
Thule, the Period of Gosmography, 
despairing with Defiled is My Name 
(words attributed to laver-beheaded Anne 

my joy; adicu, c 
ull wrongfully you judge of m 


The 
moody by turns—are back on The Hi- 
’s. I Presume (Starlite 7007). Beiween 

E 


hectic Hi-Lo's—mad-cap and 


A-HLS, 
immer down to some 
tely luscious harmonies on Speak 
Stars Fell on Alabama and the 
n lovely, 1 Thought 
About You. gs pick up again on 
Rockin’ Chair (“Fetch me that gin, son, 
‘fore 1 tan yore hide") and get cleverly 
stop-timish on Nice Work If You G 
Get It. The Hi-Lo's have got it: so go 
out and get i 


Low, 
Mercer-Van He 


Hustlin’ and Bustlin’ (Storyville 908) 
gives Ruby Braff’s irrepressible trumpet 
a_ stuft-of-drea to show 


jons of stccomplished cats (Edmond 
Hall, Vic Dickenson, Jo Jones, George 
mong the even dozen), Braff dis- 
tery of a variety of styles 
n he’s one of the most 
powerful musicians around these days. 
Satislying samples are Wonderful. 
Sister Kate, and a real e tribute to 
Louie by Brall and Dickinson: When 
Its Sleepy Time Down South. 


You can go along for quite a while 
listening to records you consider reason- 
ably good — and then, bam, you find one 
like the George She: 
Hear Music (M-G-M 66) which sud- 
denly makes you realize your standards 
have been slipping because this is re 
it, really so much better than what you 
been heat that it’s music of 
order. Not’ much point cl 6: 
here are standards and originals all done 
superbly, This is solid, modern, assured. 
The attitude is right, hoke-free all the 
way, quiet and powerful medicine. 
Guess you gather we like it. 


the cole porter song book 


32 of his greatest 
compositions 


sung by the 
incomparable 


ella fitzgerald 


orchestral accompaniment by 
buddy bregman 


Neve Verve MGV-4001 
Records Package of Two Twelve-Inch Long-Playing Records 


‘A PANORAMIC TRUE Now at Your Dealer (9.96 suggested list price) 
HIGH FIDELITY RECORD 
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Makes Trave in Fun! 


AUTO REFRIGERATOR 
FOR 


REFRESHMENTS: 


It’s really a joy to have a Coldmaker Refrig- 
erator in your car while you travel. Keeps soft 
ks, food, milk, lunches as cool as your 
refrigerator at home. And it’s fully automatic. 
Just start your car! Also handy for bringing 
perishables from store to home. 


USES NO EXTRA GAS OR ELECTRICITY 


‘The Coldmaker mechanism* operates on suction 
from your engine. It requires no extra gas and 
‘uses no electricity. 


ALUMINUM CONSTRUCTION 

Heavy gauge aluminum is used throughout 
the Coldmaker. It combines beauty with light- 
ness, strength and long service life. 


CAN BE TRANSFERRED TO ANOTHER CAR 


Your Coldmaker Refrigerator should outlast 
your car. It can easily be transferred to new 
cars as you buy or trade. 


S YEAR WRITTEN WARRANTY 


MANUFACTURED BY B & M CORPORATION, HOUMA, LOUISIANA 


*Patent Pending A limited number of distributor territories open. 
Coldmaker Division, Dept. P 
B&M Corporation, 
Houma, La. 


Please send me complete information on the new Coldmaker Auto- 


matic Auto Refrigerator. 


NAME 


AUTOMATIC 


ADDRESS 


city STATE 


books 


The gloomier grouos of the heart 
and spirit are revealed. brilliantly, in 
The Red Room, by Francoise Mallet 
(Farrar, Straus & Cudahy, $3.50) 
The scene is a pleasant Flemish town. 
Principal dramatis personae are a man 
married to the Lesbian who seduced his 
aughter, the daughter, and a rich 
Parisian set designcr who stacks up as 
a pretty dedicated sex Kernel of 
the story hi ual afl with the 
erstwhile Lez, tched from 
her by the daughter (largely out of re- 
enge) and then the deadly contest of 
ls between the man and girl, both 
utter cgotists whose love is as natural 
and outgoing as an ingrown. ton: 
For icing, there are miscellancous side 
affairs of the heart and body. Two 
things save the book from being a mere 
off-beat revel: the author writes with 
power, insight. great vigor and sensitiv 
ty, and the characters are real and 
ole, people for whom we may weep 
they writhe in toils of their own 
making. 


Six stories and a short novel comprise 
Beasts and Men, by Pierre Gascar (At- 
lanticLitde, Bron $3.50) and a nasticr, 
more grizzly concoction would be hard 
to imagine. The author's subjects range 
wide —all of them on the below-zcro 
side of the thermometer of wholesome 
normality, with emphasis on the destruc 
tion of the human spirit when ted 
against the animal in nature: animals 
like lambs (an apprentice butcher's 
growing horror and final flight from his 
ishter of caged animals 
like a starving lion in a 700 (the 700 is 
stranded near a prison camp; the keeper 
starves the lion to barter 


mals like Gaston, an outsize sewer 
(an allegory linking an invasion of 
with the budding revolt of a town’s be- 
nighted slum dwellers), and especially 


which 
set the reader's own nerves qui 
like the flesh of a fresh wound. Yet 
radoxically — one never feels Gascar 
is morbid. One might even conclude, 
after reading the stories and especially 
the concentration-camp novelette, that it 
would be morbid to react less y 
to what he describes —- and one never 
doubts its authenticity. This is strong 
stuff, finely wrought. Gai won two 
coveted French awards for it; richly de- 
served, we'd say. 


And now—deep  breath—Iet’s get 
out in the air again. Come with W: 
liam Brinkley, in Don't Go Neay the 
Water (Random House, $3.95). to the 
other side of the world, to the Pacific 
which gave us Teahouse of the August 
Moon, Mr. Roberts, and other goodies. 


ale 


RESTAURANT 


A-HA! THERE YOU ARE! 


‘As Chicago's smartest key club we knew 
we'd catch your attention in the pages 
of the nation’s smartest entertainment 
magazine for men, A subtle reminder 
for our members only. 


THE WALTON WALK 
914 ERNST COURT + CHICAGO 


t 


Vote for your favorites in next 
month’s PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL 


“The best for 
Crew Cuts is CONTOUR 
WAX, L use it! 


"You're med, man! "*N 
: “couroun CREEMWAX 


wiy T Ww 


There's a natural difference in types of 
Same are soft and silky while others are coarse 
and bristly. Still others are in between. Natur- 
ally, they won't all rescond alike to a crew 
cut or 10 CONTOUR WAX. 


That's why’ we 


EITHER 
ONLY 50c 
AT YOUR 
FAVORITE 
STORE 


If your store dacs not handle “em send 89 for 
either or ry both for $1.29. (This covers han- 
dling, postage, federal tax and wax. 
DANDERCIDE MFG. CO. Box 5067 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Brinkley’s story is for laughs —and he 
gets them with fair regularity. His char- 
acters are Characters: P, R. men all, 
who obtained their commissions without 
being corrupted by any naval training 
whatsoever. The story of their scrapes, 
peceadillos and amatory excursions is 
funny, the prose fashionably pedestrian 
—so fashionably, in fact, that Brinkley 
has already reaped a huge movie sale, 
reprint rights, digest rights and book 
club blessing. The book contains none 
of that annoying subtlety or adeptness- 
atwords that has kept humorists like, 
Peter DeVries or Kingsley Amis so 
relatively impecunious, unpopular and 
delightful. It will therefore be, Tike 
jy Loman, “well-liked,” we feel sure. 


For us, the jungle of theatrical 
aiticism is bounded on the north b 
Frie Bendcy, on the south by Kenneth 

im, on the east by Mary McCarthy 
nd on the west by PLAYBoY’s own caglé 
eyed despot. Most others we hold i 
contempt. The hardbound opinions of 
Bentley and Tynan, which have long 
‘occupied an honored place on our book- 
shelf, will now have to move over and 
make room for Miss McCarthy's first 
Gitical appearance outside the austere 
pages of The Nation. Sights and Specta- 
cles (Farrar, Swaus & Cudahy, $3.50) is a 
collection of her most brilliant reviews, 
and it’s livelier reading than most novels 
you're likely to come across this season. 
She gives a bad time to Eugene O'Neill, 
Tennessee Williams, hur Miller, 
Oscar Wilde, Bernard Shaw and just 
about everybody else — but she also re 
ognizes, with an alltoo-rare appre 
tion, the eminent virtues of these gian 
The tome spans the years 1937-1936: it's 
refreshing as a slap in the face. 


If you dug Beaucoup Tristesse or 
Bonjour Tristesse_ or whatever-the-hell- 
itwas-called, you'll probably lap up 
Liule Mis n’s latest excur 
the labyrinth 
trospection, She calls it A Certain Smile 
(Dutton, $2.95), and there's a photo of 
her on the dust jacket, p 
to the title 
of sclf-satisfaction or something. 
te tuned chick, but 
k we're supposed to go oooh 
and h because such a young girl 
writes such adult books. OK, we'll play 
ball. Ooooh, Aaazh. 


You think you've got troubles? Billie 
Holiday's sufiered everything from 
inflamed bladder to a scries of narcotics 
raps, with a callgirl stint (at 18) and 
arly being raped (at 10) thrown 
But she’s come through it all spunky 
ever and brisding with Eternal Veri 
to boot. This “hip kitty” to whom every 
guy's a cat (unless he’s a cop, then he’s 
fuzz) and every dame’s # broad (unless 
she makes a pass at her, then she's a 
dike) unburdens her soul with the help 
of co-author William Dulty in Lady 
Sings the Blues (Doubleday, $3.75) 
Billie's blucs come rolling out in mourn- 
ful, swing-slanguaged word choruses that 
toll with the timbre of wuth, and you 
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PHONE: WH 4-1011 


106 E. WALTON PLACE, 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


LINN BURTON Presents 
AL MORGAN 
In Person 
STEAK HOUSE 
744.N. Rush St. « 
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JONAH_JONES 


QUARTET 


FAMOUS FOR 
ROAST BEEF © STEAKS * BARBECUEO RIBS 


DINNER From 5:30 P.M. » OPEN TO 4 AM. 
161 E.54™-NYC + PL9-3228 
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can’t help but feel tenderness toward 
the gifted, kicked-about Lady Day. 


“You can get in just as much trouble by 

PLAYBOY BINDER [|] 2. ata newenenome 
"says Billic. And 

A complete Holiday 


Sturdy binder holds 12 ogeles: discography is included at the back, 
sues of PLAYBOY. Magazine's name 
ond emblem stomped in gold leof. 


PLAYBOY BOOK DEPT.,11 E. Superior St. 
Chicago 11, Illinois 


dining 
drinking 


BE SURE YOU GET THE ORIGINAL 
n Tea Room (150 


A LL E N -A | N Ss U LAI RE’ Won 7h) sticks ae with no cabaret 


tax, but impresario Sidney Kaye is so 


THERMAL UNDERWEAR funny there should be one. “At this bustl- 
WITH NAVY'S ARCTIC WONDER-FABRIC ade of Carneg 


Hall, he handles a concourse of theawi- 
7 


cal, operatic and ballet customers with 
all the aplomb of DeMille directing 
A Cast Of Thousands. The slightly 
misnomered Tea Room caters between 
noon and I A, M., all week to a lively 
line of celebrities including the likes 
addy Chayetsky, Marlon Brando. 
n Stanley, Jan Peerce and $. Hurok — 
all of whom Wwe spotted in the space of 
one short night. Commi K 
understandably serious about recom. 
ide of the house, Shashlik 
skewered series of lamb 
chunks and cellany that grip the 
ination and assuage the soul. A 
thentic Ru complete with pe: 
blouse rushes this to your table for 
mined decent 
encrusted 


“Trademark 
Warmth without bulk for all men and women who work 


or play in chilling temperatures 


The Navy needed a wonder- This new fabric is made of 
fabric—warm enough for far dowresoft cotton (won't itch), 
below-zero weather, yet un- knitted in unique 3-dimension 
usually absorbent so it could pattern. Traps body-heat in 
be worn indoors or in mild thousands of tiny “pockets” 
weather without sweltering. And it had to for perfect insulation. Rigorously tested for 
be 100% laundry-foolproof. warmth in arctic conditions. Can be ma- 
chine-washed, tumble-dried. Won't shrink 

Here’s the fabric they devel- out of fit 
oped—in well-made shirts and Last fall the demand for 
drawers especially designed Insulaire underwear was so 
for active men and women. great we were sold out months 
Now you can shed extra advance, so get your order 
layers of bulky, heavy outer clothing—dress__ in early. If unavailable at 
lighter, have more freedom. your favorite store, mail coupon below. aaul progressive listeners was, dis 
lots shake their heads and pound their 
feet; progressive fiends do nothing but 
¢ their heads. Well, there’s plenty 
of quivering craniums at Zardi’s, but 
a pumping foot in sight, which may 
you a clue to the school of jazz in 
session there. The place has been rede- 
signed, roof raised and scooped for 
ics, 80 that it now seats 
plined, head-rolling hipsters 
who are currently diggi h Wash 
ington to be followed by Suan Kenton, 
Count Sarah Vaughan and Oscar 


priced in the 
Irving Suss 
y back, has been 
good enough to concoct a heavenly 
potation and dub it the Playboy Cock 
ounce of cognac, half-ounce 
of creme de cacao; lace it with 21/4 
mpagne, mix with ice and 
serve in a chilled champagne glass. Top 
with a uwist of lemon. 


am Donato, co-owner of Zardi’s Jazz- 
nd in Hollywood (6315 Hollywood 
ted to us recently that 
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ILLUSTRATION BY FRED STEFFEN 


LOVE, INCORPORATED 


said simple simon, let me taste your wares 


fiction By Robert Sheckley 


ALFRED SIMON was bom on, Kazanga IV. small Life was pleasant enough on Kazanga, and the 
agricultural planet near Bootes, and there he girls were buxom, jolly, frank and acquiescent, 
drove a combine through the wheat fields, and good companions for a hike through the hills or 
in the long, hushed evenings listened to the re- a swim in the brook, staunch mates for life. 
corded love songs of Earth. But romantic— never! There was good fun to 


“Step up and kill a woman!” 
said the barker. 
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be had on Kazanga, in a cheerful oj 
Pannen: But there was no more than 
un. 

Simon felt that something was miss- 
ing in this bland existence. One day, he 
discovered what it was. 

A vendor came to Kazanga in a bat- 
tered spaceship loaded with books. He 
was gaunt, white-haired, and a little 
mad. A celebration was held for him, for 
novelty was appreciated on the outer 
worlds. 

‘The vendor told them all the latest 
gossip; of the price war between De- 
troit II and III, and how fishing fared 
on Alana, and what the president's wife 
on Moracia wore, and how oddly the 
men of Doran V talked. And at last 
someone said, “Tell us of Earth.” 

“Ah!” said the vendor, raising his eye- 
brows. “You want to hear of the mother 

lanet? Well, friends, there's no place 
ike old Earth, no place at all. On 
Earth, friends, everything is possible, 
and nothing is denied.” 

“Nothing?” Simon asked. 

“They've got a law against denial,” 
the vendor explained, grinning. “No 
one has ever been known to break it. 
Earth is different, friends. You folks spe- 
cialize in farming? Well, Earth special- 
izes in impracticalities such as madness, 
beauty, war, intoxication, purity, horror, 
and the like, and people come from 
light-years away to sample these wares.” 

‘And love?” a woman asked. 

“Why girl’ the vendor said gently, 
“Earth is the only place in the galaxy 
that still has love! Detroit II and IIT 
tied it and found it too expensive, you 
know, and Alana decided it was unset- 
tling, and there was no time to import 
it on Moracia or Doran V. But as I said, 
Earth specializes in the impractical, and 
makes it pay.” 

“Pay?” a bulky farmer asked. 

“Of course! Earth is old, her miner- 
als are gone and her fields are barren. 
Her colonies are independent now, and 
filled with sober folk such as yourselyes, 
who want value for their goods. So what 
else can old Earth deal in, except the 
pon. eentials that make life worth liv- 
ing?" 

SAWere you in love on Earth?” Simon 
asked. 

“That I was,” the vendor answered, 
with a certain grimness. “I was in love, 
and now I travel. Friends, these 
books .. .” 

For an exorbitant price, Simon 
bought an ancient poetry book, and 
reading, dreamed of passion beneath the 
lunatic moon, of dawn glimmering 
whitely upon lovers’ parched lips, of 
locked bodies on a dark sea-beach, des- 
perate with love and deafened by the 
booming surf. 

And only on Earth was this possible! 
For, as the vendor told, Earth's scat- 
tered children were too hard at work 
wrestling a living from alien soil. The 
wheat and corn grew on Kazanga, and 
the factories increased on Detroit II and 
WI. The fisheries of Alana were the 
talk of the Southern star belt, and there 
were dangerous beasts on Moracia, and 
a whole wilderness to be won on Doran 
V. And this was well, and exactly as it 


should be. 

But the new worlds were austere, care- 
fully planned, sterile in their perfections. 
Something had been lost in the dead 
reaches of space, and only Earth knew 
love. 

‘Therefore, Simon worked and saved 
and dreamed. And in his twenty-ninth 
year he sold his farm, packed all his 
clean shirts into a scrviccable handbag, 
put on his best suit and a pair of stout 
walking shoes, and boarded the Kazan- 
ga-Metropole Flyer. 

At last he came to Earth, where 
dreams must come true, for there is a 
Jaw against their failure. 


He passed quickly through Customs at 
Spaceport New York, and was shuttled 
underground to Tirhes Square. There he 
emerged blinking into daylight, tightly 
clutching his handbag, for he had been 
warned about pickpockets, cutpurses, 
and other denizens of the city. 

Breathless with wonder, he looked 
around. 

The first thing that struck him was 
the endless array of theatres, with at- 
tractions in two dimensions, three or 
four, depending upon your preference. 
And what attractions! 

To the right of him a beetling mar- 
quee proclaimed: Lust oN venus! A Doc- 
UMENTARY ACCOUNT OF SEX PRACTICES 
AMONG THE INHABITANTS OF THE GREEN 
HELL! SHOCKING! REVEALING! 

He wanted to go in. But across the 
street was a war film. The billboard 
shouted, THE SUN BUSTERS! DEDICATED TO 
THE DARE-DEVILS OF THE SPACE MARINES! 
And further down was a picture called 
TARZAN BATTLES THE SATURNIAN GHOULS! 

Tarzan, he recalled from his reading, 
was an ancient ethnic hero of Earth. 

It was all wonderful, but there was so 
much more! He saw little open shops 
where one could buy food of all worlds, 
and especially such native Terran dishes 
as pizza, hotdogs, spaghctti and knishes. 
And there were stores which sold surplus 
clothing from the Terran spacefleets, 
and other stores which sold nothing but 
beverages. 

Simon didn’t know what to do first. 
Then he heard a staccato burst of gun- 
fire behind him, and whirled. 

It was only a shooting gallery, a long, 
narrow, brightly painted place with a 
waist-high counter. The manager, a 
swarthy fat man with a mole on his chin 
sat on a high stool and smiled at Simon. 

“Try your luck?” 

Simon walked over and saw that, in- 
stead of the usual targets, there were 
four scantily dressed women at the end 
of the gallery, seated upon bullet-scored 
chairs. They had tiny bullseyes painted 
on their foreheads and above each 
breast. 

“But do you fire real bullets?” 
asked. 

“Of course!” the manager said. 
“There's a law against false advertising 
on Earth. Real bullets and real gals! 
Step up and knock onc off!" 

One of the women called out, “Come 
‘on, sport! Bet you miss met” 

Another screamed, “He couldn't hit 
the broad side of a spaceship!" 


jimon 


“Sure he can!" another shouted. 
“Come on, sport!” 

Simon rubbed his forehead and tried 
not to act surprised. After all, this was 
Earth, where anything was allowed as 
long as it was commercially feasible 

He asked. “Are there galleries where 
you shoot men, too?” : 

“OF course,” the manager said. “But 
you ain't no pervert, are you?” 

“Certainly not!" 

“You an outworlder?” 

“Yes, How did you know?” 

“The suit. Always tell by the suit.” 
The fat man closed his eyes and chanted, 
“Step up, step up and kill a woman! Get 
id of a load of repressions! Squeeze the 
trigger and feel the old anger ooze out 
of you! Better than a massage! Better 
than getting drunk! Step up, step up 
and kill a woman!" 

Simon asked one of the girls, “Do you 
stay dead when they kill you?” 

“Don't be stupid,” the girl said. 

“But the shock ——" 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I could 
do worse.” 

Simon was about to ask how she could 
do worse, when the manager leaned over 
the counter, speaking copheectalss 

“Look, buddy. Look what I got here.” 

Simon glanced over the counter and 
saw a compact submachine gun. 

“For a ridiculously low price,” the 
manager said, “I'll let you use the 
tommy. You can spray the whole place, 
shoot down the fixtures, rip up the 
walls. This drives a .45 slug, buddy, and 
it kicks like a mule. You really know 
you're firing when you fire the tommy.” 

“Iam not interested,” Simon said 
sternly. 

“T've got a grenade or two,” the man- 
ager said. “Fragmentation, of course. 
You could really ——” 

“No!” . 

“For a price,” the manager said, “you 
can shoot me, too, if that’s how your 
tastes run, although I wouldn’t have 
guessed it. What do you say?” 

“No! Never! This is horrible!” 

The manager looked at him blankly. 
“Not in the mood now? OK. I'm open 
twenty-four hours a day. See you later, 

ae 

“Never!” Simon said, walking away. 

“Be expecting you, lover!" one of the 
women called after him. 

Simon went to a refreshment stand 
and ordered a small glass of cola-cola. 
He found that his hands were shaking. 
With an effort he steadied them, and 
sipped his drink. He reminded himself 
that he must not judge Earth by his own 
standards. If people on Earth enjoyed 
killing people, and the victims didn't 
mind being killed, why should anyone 
object? 

Or should they? 

He was pondering this when a voice 
at his elbow said, “Hey, bub.” 

Simon turned and saw a wivzened, 
furtive-faced litde man in an oversize 
raincoat standing beside him. 

“Out-of-towner?” the little man asked. 

“I am,” Simon said. “How did you 

(continued on page 62) 
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a title bout in ten rounds 


ROUND I: “THE SUN ALSO RISES.” 

HE WAS STANDING next to ine at the bar. 
He was a big fellow. About 25, I 
thought. He needed a shave and a hair 
cut. And his sport coat looked like he 
had slept in it. But you could see he 
was not a bar-fly. He threw out a big 
hand in my direction, It was a hand 
you would not want thrown at you in 
anger. His coat sleeves were short and 
you could see the heavy black hair on 
his thick wrists. He had a short black 
mustache that looked like his eyebrows. 
He grinned all over. It was a pleasant 
grin, [ thought. I winced as we shook 
hands. Some grip. 

“Hello,” he said. 

“Hello, 


I sa 


“Remember me?” he said. 


“Sure, sure,” I said. 
Who is this guy? 1 thought. Must 
have met him up at my place in Mont 
martre. 1 had an American nightclub 
up on The Hill and everybody knew 
me. You could see he was a Yank by the 
way he held his drink. Had a death- 
grip on it. Like somebody was going 
to take it away from him. But that did 
not mean a thing. They had Prohibi- 
tion then back in’ the States and that's 
the way all the tourists drank. Like 
somebody was going to take it away 
from them. Some law, I thought. 
I said aloud, “Have a drink?” 
“Why not?” he said 
He knocked off his old drink at a 
gulp. You could not see what he was 
(continued on page 28) 
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“Y'll take care of these two punks,” grinned Hemingway. 


— 
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WE LANDED AT COLIMA twenty minutes 
behind schedule. Two passengers got 
on, fighting the slipstream as the plane 
held against the brakes, and took off 
again in its own dust. The town was 
still in sight under the left wing when 
the steward began dispensing A€rovias 
Azteca’s standard flight’ breakfast. A 
aper cup of orange juice — warm; pow: 
fered coffee — cold; aaa a sweet roll 
roughly the size and shape of a calf’s 
dinker, 

A bundle of magazines had been put 
aboard at Guadalajara. But the same 
steward —a pop LY of the type that 
can't bear to read anything but a virgin 
periodical — sat on them, releasing only 
one at a time. Instead of waiting for 
him to rack up a news weekly, I decided 
to finish writing a letter. I had been 
describing a Covarrubias mural, and 
left it at: 

“Actually, it's a large-scale map illus 
trating the principal attractions in each 
region. You know— 

Levelling the portable on my knees, 
T took it up from there: 

“Mazadan, sailfish leaping out of the 
water, magnificently colored tropical 
birds; Michoacan, Puebla, churches; 
Durango, horsemen; San Luis Potosi, 
wild game — and so on.” 

The seat next to mine, on the aisle, 
sagged. “Permisso?” I nodded — or 
shrugged; it annoyed me slightly that 
another passenger, with a seat of his 
own, should leave it to move beside me. 
He had no excuse for thinking that 1 
was eager for conversation. I wrote on: 

“And what do you think Acapulco has 


fiction BY HUGH G. FOSTER 


though sweet and tender and the color of 


lotus buds, love had passed her by—almost 


to offer? An American-type blonde! 
A monumental hunk of white meat 
wrapped in a cellophane bathing suit, 
with a pair of uptilted fenders, sun- 
glasses ditto, and a face like that which 
Balzac described as ‘that of an_infan- 
icide forever hearing her child's last 


cry. 

‘My neighbor fidgeted, prospecting for 
his cigarettes, then for matches, and 
finally asked me for a light —as I knew 
he would. He thanked me, and point- 
ing with the charred match, said, “That 
appears to be a very fine machine-of- 
writing. The best, no?” 

“It’s very serviceable.” 

“You operate it, if you will permit 
me to say so, with great skill, senor.” 

There is no way of being curt without 
being crude in the Spanish tongue. 
When a compliment, no matter how 
feeble, is offered, it is returned. I tried. 
“An intelligent man — you, sefior— with 
some practice, can do as well. 

“I drive one well enough, but not 
with such velocity as yourself... How 
much does one of that model cost?" 

“A hundred and five dollars, includ- 
ing the case.” 

“Caray! One thousand three hundred 
and twélve pesos, fifty centavos... a 
dear price, but, which, I suppose, must 
be paid to enjoy the newness. A used 
‘one, now, would come to—?” 

‘Anywhere from forty-five dollars up.” 

“Five hundred and sixty two pesos, 
fifty centavos. Vilgame Dios! Even that 
is a formidable sum to an humble cura 
of souls. 

A priest. And I had him pegged as 
a bank clerk. But anybody aa 
that mistake in Mexico where the law 
forbids the wearing of canonicals in 
public. I looked at him properly for 
the first time. He was short; we sat 
about the same height. His face was 
round, a little jowly; skin, light mahog- 
any shading to bronze, I asked him if 
his parish was in Colima. “I serve God 
in Uruapan,” he said. “My tarjeta——” 

His card, well-worn and furry on the 

fell on my keyboard. “Reverendo 
Lazaro Fuentes Arce, O. A... 0. A?” 

“Orden Augustiniana,” he explained. 
An Augustinian Father. I told him my 
name; we shook hands and he asked 
what profesidén I followed, I told him. 

“As I guessed. A periodistra?” 

y newspaper days are lon 


I could have stopped there; 


stead, I elaborated: “And I do not wish 
them back. I prefer what I am doing — 
writing what I please.” My rationalizing 
had put him on top; made him my 
cathechist. 

“It brings you a steady income?” he 
probed. 

“You mean like a_priest’s?” Maybe 
that would get me from under, “No. 
But a man can live.” 

“And live well.’ 
typewriter as proof, 
books do you write?” 

“I have given up writing books of 
any kind, Padre." 

He looked sad, solicitious, as if he 
had just discovered some crippling in- 
firmity about me. “But for why, my 
son?” 


He pointed to my 
“What kind of 


“To write books, 1 am not rich 
enough — or rx enough.” 

‘That seemed to please him. He 
smiled. “But you write. And if not 
books, lighter things.” 

“Shorter —but not always lighter. 
Little stories— about people. Travel 


articles — about places and_ people. 

“Then you are going to Acapul 

“No. To Morelia. I have never been 
there, and I hear it is a beautiful city. 
And the people—" 

“{ know Morelia. I was ordained 
there. And the people are like all others, 
made of flesh and imbued with the 
Spirit; in hot haste to sin, and creeping 
like worms to atonement.” His tone 
was without anger. He still looked like 
a bank clerk during a coffee-break; re- 
laxed, but with the figures in his head. 
“Inform ane, if you please, these stories 
which you write; where are they pub- 
lished in revistas? . magazines — 
thank you. Which ones?” 

“Any of a dozen or more, of general 
interest.” 

“How long does it take you to com- 
pose a story?” 

His curiosity, somehow, did not appear 
idle, and his interest in the details of 
my wade was, I admit, not unflattering. 
I explained that once the content, the 
substance, is formed in the mind, the 
actual work of writing can take from 
several days to as long as weeks. “Some- 
times it just sings along—it seems to 
write itself; and you see that only two 
hours have passed.” 

“Like that——" he nodded toward the 
typewriter, “when I interrupted you.” 

(concluded overleaf) 
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Here, Prince!” 


“Here, Prince! 
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“Not at all. Padre. What I am writing 
there is a letter to the States, practically 
finishe 

“That is how you dispatch your writ- 
ings to the magazines—by mail,” he 
said. “and they send the money to where- 
ou are. Is that the procedure?" 
. Padre. The procedure is more 
elaborate than that. I send what I write 
to my agent—my literary representa- 
tive.” The designation appeared to 
puzzle him. I clarified it. “My apoder- 
ado... Yes, he has the power to deal 
for me with the magazines — and the 
skill. He has the judgement to decide 
to which magazires my work is to be 
submitted; or to none, if it’s not good 
enough.” 


By what could he see? By my portable 
from which he couldn't take his eyes? 
“Thank you, Padre, but your compli- 
ment is undeserved,” I began. "As a 
matter of fact, Padre, this letter is to my 
agent. J am still trying to find the words 
to apologize for the last two stories 1 
sent him.” 

“Then I shall tell you a good one.” 

Snared! That's what you get for lying 
to a priest! “You are very kind, Padre, 
but I have one in preparation.” 

“But the one I shall tell you is, as 
you explained, entirely formed —com- 
plete — whole, ‘It requires only the writ: 

it will sing along —like a Te 
Are you a Christian?” 


y that I mean a Catholic, naturally.” 


“Yes, Padre, but you see—" | strug- 
gled for an out: “—my ties to the 
Church haye not been as—' 

“[ understand, my son. A man in 


your occupation, given to— you under- 
stand the sense in which I use the term 
— profane writing.” 

‘Yes, unfortunately, I seem to be able 
to write only about— what did you call 
them, Father? —pcople who fly to evil 
and crawl to repentance. 

“In hot haste to sin, and creeping 
like worms to atonement,” he corrected. 
“But now, my son, you shall write about 
saintly people. As only you can.” An- 
other dab of butter. 

“{'m sorry, Padre. But you can’t ser- 
monize at people any more; not in these 
days. Take my word for it; people 
don’t want to read moral tales. hey'll 
go to church for their devotions, but 
when they open a magazine they want to 
smile — to be edified, also— but mainly 
to smile.” 

“Claro! The story that I will tell you, 
and which you will write, will do just 
that! Man! A stone would have re- 
joiced to hear His Eminence, the head 
of our Order, relate it to my class of 
seminarians. Why, some of the young 


escape hatch. “One moment, 
this one of those stories—" 
ked my arm, grinned widely 
and bobbing his head rapidly, said, “Ah! 
Don't tell me you know it—the one 
about the Reverend Mother and the 
nui . . Sister Prudencia, and how—” 

“No, sefior cura! Do you think J 
would lend myself to relating anything 


disrespectful to our faith?” 

“Would I, a priest, rust anybody but 
a man like yourself to treat this story 
h all the reverence due to the holy 
women involved? . . . Listen: It hap- 
pened in the golden times of that noble 
and most devout chief-of-state Don Por- 
firo Diaz—" He was off; the lid fell; 
I was trapped. 

“—that there flourished, in Puebla, 
an edifice occupied by saindy women 
who had dedicated themselves to pov- 
erty, chastity and good works in nomine 
Deo Optimo Maximo. This convent was 
under the guidance of the Most Rever- 
end Mother Inocencia de la Cruz; and 
very aptly was she named —as you will 
see presently. 

“Tt fell that one day, some pilgrims 
on their way to the sacred grotto of 
Chala, having been refreshed at the 
nunnery, and thankful, presented the 
nuns with a little pig. A pig, do I say? 
It was a cherub! A suckling — a lechon 
—at the rosy peak of its delicacy. Take 
a suckling like that, sefior, stuff it with 
a forcemeat of its own tripes, green 
plums, pounded brains and pine nuts, 
and you have a dish fit for the table of 
an archbishop. However, none of the 
‘ood sisters could bring themselves to 
take this amiable little swine, the color 
of lotus buds, and cut its throat. So, it 
became a pet. They gave it a name— 
La Mufieca — The Doll. The nuns built 
for it a little sty, and fed it, literally 
with their own hands. And in time — 
all too soon— The Doll grew up. She 
had become, to the dismay of her guard- 
ians, a cochina grandola. In your Eng 
lish that would be—?" 

“A great, big, roaring sow.” 

“Thank you. Still they loved her; she 
was still their Muieca, though it sad- 
dened them at times to see her grow 
coarser of hide and bristle. But Mother 
Inocencia, who knew more of this world 
than did the younger nuns, counted the 
twelve botones on the sow's belly, and 
rejoiced that the Order would have, in 
God's time, a litter of little pigs. They 
thought of names for them (there could 
be only one Mufieca) and they waited. 

“Weeks passed. The convent sow grew 
leaner and uglier in disposition; and 
often she complained in the night. But 
no tiny pigs did she yield up. Then, on 
a day when His Grace, the Bishop of 
Cholula, came to confess them, Mother 
Inocencia remarked about the stubborn- 
ness of The Doll. His Grace smiled, 
though he pitied the unworldliness of 
the nuns. He told them that their sow 
must be coupled with a boar for the in- 
crement that they wished, and rode off 
on his fine mule. 

“Now, Mother Inocencia learned that 
there was a boar in the herd of a peas- 
ant, some two kilometers distant, and 
resolved, since that was the custom, to 
bring her Doll there. Needless to say, 
it was not seemly for a godly woman, 
the Superior of a convent, to drag a 
leashed pig two kilometers along a high- 
way. So. with the help of Sor Prudencia, 
a robust novice, Mother Inocencia lifted 
the animal into a handbarrow and 
brought her, in state, so to speak, to 
the headquarters of the boar, And the 


two beasts, after a manner, rushed into 
each other's arms. You may be assured 
that the Reverend Mother and_ Sister 
Prudencia averted their faces while the 
boar conducted himself with the con. 
vent sow, as Nature ordained. . . . Or, 
how would you put that in the English?” 

“You put it well enough, Padre, 

“We must be careful not to offend. 
Now then, came morning. They looked 

sty. La Mufieca was at peace 
ing in. her wallow. But there 
were no sucklings! So, that afternoon 
again, the sow was put into the barrow 
and delivered to the boar. And he, 
though he had ministered earlier to his 
own household, acquitted himself as 

ntly as on the previous day. 

“You may be sure that Mother Ino- 
cencia’s disappointment was profound 
when she saw no young the following 
morning, either. But dauntless, she and 
Sor Prudencia conveyed the obstinate 
sow once more to her cavalier, and 
home again to the convent. 

“On the fourth day, neither were 
there any little pigs, nor — to the horror 
of all—was The Doll anywhere to be 
found. They looked among the stalks 
of maize and in the bean patch. They 
searched the barranca where wild ber- 
ries be 

The plane banked sharply. The no 
smoking and seat-belt signs were on— 
must have been on for some time, 
Ahead, that irregular, dun blob against 
a duster of gray-green hummocks, was 
Uruapan. Flaps and landing gear were 
down, and we were angled for the ap- 
proach. I nudged the padre. 

“T will finish,” he said. “. . . The 
search went on. Again in the corn, and 
among the melons. They called, they 
coaxed and wheedled. Then, as they 
were beginning to despair, Sor Pruden- 
cia cried out that she had found their 
sow, and called the others to see. 
Where? There! There was The Doll, 
perched comfortably in the hand cart — 
and waiting.” 

The wheels bit, and some passengers 
were up before the plane rolled to 2 
stop. The steward brought over and 
handed Padre Lazaro a small black 
satchel. 

Standing above me, he seemed taller 
in the tilted aisle. He gave me his hand. 
“It has been an agreeable hour, my son. 
Now, good bye.” 

“Adios, Padre. 

At the door he called down, “Don't 


enough time. I went back to my letter. 

“There are many Canterburys in 
country, and right now I feel like 
Chaucer, when ye olde boie himselfe 
leapt to his quill on hearing a moral 
tale. I'm sending you one tomorrow, 
about 3,000 words. Calling it The Doll. 
—And, please, an urgent favor: Will 
you have somebody in the office pick up 
a good used portable typewriter, charge 
it to me, and send it to: Padre Lazaro 
Fuestes A., Iglesia de San Marcos, Urua- 
pan, Edo. de Mich., Mexico.” 


FILMING THE FOLIES-BERGERE 


an american in paris stars in france’s first filmusical 


PHOTOGRAPHED ESPECIALLY FOR PLAYBOY BY JEAN MARQUIS 


FoR THE FIRST 24 years of its existence, France's famed Folies- 

abe Bergére enjoyed no other distinction than that of being 
pictorial the first music hall in Paris. Then one night in its 24th 
year — 1893 — the curtain went up on a naked woman, Paris 

was deliciously scandalized, and the Folies as we know it was 

born. In 1894—one short year after that historic nude — 

the first flickery motion picture emerged from the laboratory 

of Thomas Alva Edison, Irrelevant? Completely. For it was 

not until 1956 that these two delightful diversions — the 
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Statuesque nudes and long 
chorus lines typify the Folies. 
Many of the scenes were ac- 
tually shot at the Folies- 
Bergére, but the backstage 
area of the theatre is tradi- 
tionally off limits to men and 
the Folies’ manager refused 
to make an exception for the 
film’s technicians, so the back- 
stage scenes were shot on 
especially built studio sets. 


Below: Jeanmaire in two of the sev- 
eral striking costumes she wears in 
the movie. Jeanmaire’s husbond, 
ballet director Roland Petit, coached 
Eddie Constantine for his dancing 
debut in a torrid Apache number. 


films and the FoliesBergére —got to- 
gether. 

They have gotten together with a ven- 
geance, in wide screen and color, at a 
cost of a cool million dollars — puny 
potatoes as American film budgets go. 
but able to buy a big, beautiful bushel 
of celluloid extravaganza in La Belle 
France. This first French filmusical (ap- 
propriately titled Folies-Bergére) is cer- 
tainly big, will assuredly be beautiful, 
but may or may not fulfill the bushel of 
spicy expectations nursed by non-French 
moviegoers, depending on where it is 
seen. For the film's producers, demon- 
strating typical Gallic practicality, have 
shot several of the scenes in three ver- 
sions. Version One (for French, Japan- 
ese and Scandinavian _consuniption) 
makes a clean breast of things and ad- 
mits visually that one of the Folies’ chief 
charnis is its unabashed revelation of the 
female form divine. The second, or Long 
Underwear, version is destined for the 
British Isles, portions of the Far East, 
Spain, and (alas!) the U.S. Then there’ 
a compromise version in which the sho 
girls are sprinkled with a few strategic- 
ally placed rhinestones, for those coun- 
tries that haven't yet decided whether 
they're really for sex or agin it. 


Eddie Constantine: expatriate extraordinaire, skyrocketing star of the filmed Folies-Bergére. 


But bare or bowdlerized, the 
film is sure to arouse interest 
everywhere, if only for the unique 
quality of its stars. Eddie Con- 
stantine — an American singer 
who could only get Pepsi-Cola 
jingle jobs here but is now 
France's highest-paid film per- 
former—shares the spotlight with 
that slim, pantheresque’ recruit 
from ballet, Jeanmaire. This is 
her first French film, but the 
mademoiselle has already starred 
in two U.S. movies — Hans Chris- 
tian Andersen and Anything 
Goes, Constantine (he plays an 
American G.1. who stays in France 
to court a Folies queen) is 10 
French women what Boyer once 
was to ours — with a bit of Bogart 
thrown in. Constantine can re- 
turn to the US. any time he likes, 
with a good deal more to look for- 
ward to than Pepsi commercials: 
Columbia has signed him to do 
six films of his own choosing. The 
radiant stars of FoliesBergere, 
relatively unknown in their own 
countries, are now the toast of 
two hemispheres. 
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Eddie Constantine _croons 
cozily to Jeanmaire. Though 
he is a top recording artist in 
France, this is the first film in 
which he sings. It is also the 
first film in which he speaks 
English: he has become 
France's highest salaried cin- 
ema luminary by portraying 
tough guys, speaking French 
and warbling nary a note. 


Above: a showgirl displays the degrees of nudity permitted in (1) Fran 
Japan, Scandinavia; (2) other European, some South American countries; 
(3) Britain, Spain and the U.S. Aboye, right: the Folies’ finale as it will 
be seen in this country and, below: the circus sequence, with bare breasted 
showgirls prominent in background, as it was filmed for French audiences. 
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drinking. His big hand hid the glass. 
Alphonse brought us two fines. He had 
a paw wrapped around his before it hit 
the bar. Some hands. Wonder what he 
does, I thought: Probably one of those 
sculptors from the Left Bank. Did not 
seem to be holding enough dough for a 
tourist. Must have met him in one of 
the bars. Some drinker. Better Jet him 
talk some more. 

“Been reading your stuff in The 
Boulevardier,” he said. 

Well, I thought, that’s different. 
Erskine Gwynne and I were getting out 
a smart little magazine on the Champs- 
Elysees and I was the top writer. They 
used to read my stuff in The Boule- 
vardier and then come up The Hill to 
meet the author. You might say I was 
literary in the daytime and mercenary 
at night. I liked to talk about my stuff 
too. So I hooked my cane over the bar- 
rail and ordered a re-fill on the fines. If 
there’s one thing an author likes it’s 
honest criticism from a stranger. 

“Like it?” I said. 

“No,” he said. 

“Oh,” I said. “What are you doing 
over here besides drinking?” 

“Writing,” he said. 

“Writing what?” I said. 

“A book,” he said. 

“Oh,” I said. 

This bird is 2 wise guy, I thought, 
He has probably been around Paris all 
of three weeks and he is writing a book 
about That is the way a lot of them 
did. They sat around the Dome drinkin, 
ivedianauPericdeVard (irc yaNESoe 
about Paris. Then you never heard 
about them again. I had been around 
Paris for six years and still did not know 
enough about Paris to write a book 
about it. Maybe that’s the way it was. 
The longer you stayed around the less 
you wanted to write a book about it. 

“Like it over here?” I said. 

“No,” he said. 

Better get out of here fast, I thought. 
The man’s a poseur. Who ever heard 
of an American not liking Paris? No 
wonder he didn’t like my stuff. The 
guy's taste is all in his mouth. I hooked 
the Malacca back on my arm and gave 
him the old night-club smile. 

“Nice seeing you again, Doc," I said. 

He roared out laughing and slapped 
me on the back. I can still feel it. 

“The name's Hemingway,” he said. 

Well, what do you know, 1 thought. 
Ir’s old Emest Miller Hemingway from 
Oak Park. Nobody else could have a 
name like that. Had not seen him since 
the war. Knew he was in Europe some- 
where. He had come over in the French 
Ambulance in '17 when I had. But he 
had been in an Italian Section. Heard 
he had enlisted in the Italian army and 
had been badly wounded. I hung the 
cane back on the bar and shook hands 
again. There's nothing wrong with his 
grip, I thought. 

“Didn’t know you with the false mus- 
tache,” I said. 

“Bar stance is changed too,” he said. 

That's right, I thought. Used to stand 
with the other leg on the rail. No won- 
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der I didn’t recognize him. Must be 
that war wound, I thought. 

I said aloud. “Have a drink.” 

“Sure,” he said louder. 

Hasn't changed a bit, I thought. He 
was quite an amateur boxer, I remem- 
bered. Used to say he was going to be 
the world’s heavyweight champion some 
day. And he might have made it. Guess 
the wound must have knocked that idea 
out of his head, I thought. 

“Still going to be the Champ?" I said. 

“Yes,” he said, “but not in boxing.” 
Wrestling?” I said. 

'No.” he said. 

“What?” I said. 

“Literature,” he said, 

“Oh,” I said. 

Still shooting at the moon, I thought. 
Neyer pulls his punches, Always’ in 
there trying. Why, when he was a kid 
in school he used to pick up a tough 
five bucks acting as a sparring partner 
for the pros in O'Connell's gym. He 
didn’t care how big they were either. 
Plenty of guts. Well, he could count on 
me to be in his corner over here. I 
knew the ropes. You know how it is 
when you run into a guy from your own 
home town. Might start by running 
something for him in The Boulevardier. 
You could see he could use the prestige. 
If he can write like he can drink, I 
thought, I'll take him in my stable. 

1 said aloud, “What's your record?” 

“Just a couple of amateur warm-ups,” 
he said. “Three Stories and Ten Poems 
and a six rounder called In Our Time.” 

“Kayos?” I said 

“No,” he said. “Didn't want to hurt 
my hands. I'm turning pro in my next 
bout. It’s an eight rounder that will 
put me in the semi-finals. Then when 
I get into the main bouts and grab 
those big purses in The States I'm going 
to buy me a boat, a house on a tropical 
island and go fishing.” 

“And retire with the tide?" I said. 

“No,” he said, “I'll defend the title. 
You know, fight in spurts. Stall for the 
first two minutes of each round and 
then in slugging the last minute 
like the champs do." 

He's got it all figured out, I thought. 
Sounds like he means it too. 

“What's this eight rounder you're 
writing?” I said. 

“The Sun Also Rises,” he said. 

“Come again,” I said 

“The Sun Also Rises,” he said. 

The sun also rises, I thought. What 
the hell has the sun got to do with Paris? 
You never see it. You go to bed when 
it rises and you get up when it sets. 
What a title for a book on Paris, I 
thought. 

“Better call it the moon also rises,” 
I said aloud. 

“Gertrude likes it,” he said. 
“Gertrude who?” J said. 

“Gertrude Stein,” he said. “She's my 
trainer.” 

Holy smokes, I thought. A chump is 
a chump is a chump. If he listens to 
those Left Bank oracles he's going to 
be throwing iambic tetrameters instead 
of punches. Better get him across the 


river and under the trees of the Champs 
Elysees fast. 

"Ernest," I said, “how would you like 
to do a one round benefit for The 
Boulevardier? If you've got something 
short and sweet with a wallop I can 
run it for you. No purse, as you know, 
but plenty of prestige.” 

“Glad to help you boys out,” he said. 

“Well, it would help you, too,” I 
said. “To have the name Ernest Miller 
Hemingway up there with Sinclair 
Lewis, Scott Fitzgerald and the rest of 
us.” 

“TI have dropped the Miller,” he said. 

“OK, said, “I'll call you Kid Hem- 
ingway if you like. What kind of stuff 
are you doing?” 

He feinted with his left, shot a 
straight right and picked up a big en- 
velope from the bar. 

“Here's a short left hook,” he said. 
“Travels only about eight inches but 
carries authority. If it isn't a knockout, 
T'll eat it. It’s not for The Boulevardier 
however. You guys would duck and let 
it go over your heads.” 

Oh, yeah, I thought. I opened it up 
and glanced at the title. The Killers 
it was called. I'll say it’s not for us, I 
thought. The Kissers would have pleased 
me better. I ordered another round to 
give me strength, and glanced through it. 

The story was all dialogue. It was 
all right as far as it went but it didn’t 
get anywhere, Some gangsters were go- 
ing to kill a Swede, ‘They walked into 
a cafe where the Swede used to eat and 
waited for him with their hands in their 

ockets. Then they walked out. The 
Swede came in later and when he heard 
they had been looking for him he 
couldn't eat. Just went home to his 
furnished room and went to bed. That's 
the way it ended. With the poor Swede 
waiting in bed. Sort of left you up in 
the air. : 

“Where's the rest of it?” I said. 

“The rest of what?” he said. 

“The story,” I said. 


“Don't be sill “that's my 
style.” 

‘Well, if that's his style I'll take vanilla, 
I thought. 


“I'm sending it that way to The 
States,” he said. 

“Listen, kid,” I said, “you gotta have a 
Hollywood ending for The States, Take 
a_tip from me and have the two killers 
give it to the Swede with tommy guns. 
‘They step out of the clothes closet and 
give it to him while he is saying his 
prayers. Then you got something 

“T'll make a note of that,” he said. 

I didn't like the way he said it. But 
I'll bet he does change it, I thought. 
If he doesn’t they'll blast him. 

Then he shadow boxed, drove a hard 
right into the inside pocket of his sports 
coat and hit me with a few crumpled 
sheets of yellow paper written in lead 
pe 

“Here's a low kidney punch for that 
throwaway of yours,” he said. “Don’t 
change a word.” 

Get a load of that, I thought. Don't 
change a word. Here I am doing the guy 
a favor and he starts ordering me 

(continued on page 34) 


“That reminds me, did you find an earring at 


your place this morning?” 
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“Well, Jeff has finally changed his mind about baseball 
being the nation’s number one pastime.” 


LIMERICKS 


a brace of racy rhymes 


There was a young fellow named Goodie 


mee claimed that he wouldn’t (but would he?) 


e found himself nude 
With a girl in the mood. 
The question’s not would he, but could he? 


A lady athletic and handsome 

Got wedged in a sleeping room transom. 
When she offered much gold 
For relief, she was told, 

“The view is worth more than the ransom.”* 


A Bostonian sub-deb named Brooks, 
Whose hobby was reading good books, 
Once snared her a Cabot, 
Who looked like a rabbit, 
And deftly lived up to his looks. 


There was a young maiden from Multerry, 

Whose knowledge of life was desultory; 
She explained, like a sage: 
**Adolescence?—the stage 

Between puberty and - er - adultery.”” 


There was a young lady named Gloria, 
Whose boy friend said, ‘‘May I explore ya?” 
She replied to the chap, 
“1 will draw you a map 
Of where others have been to before ya.’”” 


A maid in the land of Aloha 

Got caught in the coils of a boa. 
And as the snake squeezed, 
The maid, not displeased, 

Cried, “‘Come on and do it Samoa.’” 


A lady, removing her scanties, 

Heard them crackle electrical chanties. 
Said her beau, ‘Have no fear, 
For the reason is clear: 

‘You simply have amps in your panties.” 


A Sultan, whose loves grew so vastly, 
Just couldn’t love any steadfastly. 
‘Someone asked him in fun, 
If he'd slept twice with one. 
He replied, “Such a thought is most ghastly.”” 


There was a young lady named Etta, 
Who was constantly seen in a swetta. 
Three reasons she had: 
To keep warm wasn’t bad, 
But the other two reasons were betta. 


There was a young woman named Dee 
Who slept with each man she did see. 
If it came to a test, 
She wished to be best— 
And practice makes perfect, you see. 


There was a young lady named Min, 
Who thought making love was a sin. 
But when she was tight, 
It seemed quite all right, 
So everyone filled her with gin. 


There once was a man named McGruder, 
Who canoed with a girl in Bermuder. 
But the girl thought it crude, 
To be wooed in the nude, 
So McGru took an oar and subduder. 
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Scratch fish sport type 


Rep stripe; 
oxford button-down 


= 


French braided; Irish linen 


Cordovan blucher; 
cashmere check 


attire 


FOR A WALK on the soigné side: two 
fall suits— including accessories — 
that call for a prominent spot in the 
gentleman's town and country ward- 
robe. The jaunty, hand-in-pocket 
guy wears for a country weekend a 
Single-breasted tweed by Baker 
Clothes ($95), woven of a fine all- 
wool Ballantyne of Peebles fabric 
(and Peebles, for you outlanders 
who don’t know, is a wee shire in 
the south of Scotland through which 
the river Tweed flows). His casual 
sport fedora is made by Knox ($15) 
in a scratch finish heather mix, while 
his shirt is a classic white oxford 
button-down by Gant of New Haven 
($5.95), with button-cuffs and box 
plese in back; the necktie is a bright- 
ly striped silk rep ($3.50), and his 
belt is a braided job from France by 
Douglas ($5.50). On his feet are 
Keith Highlander cordovan bluchers 
($31) and his socks ($3.95) are cash- 
mere and nylon in a smart orange 
and black diamond weave. 

Don't gasp when you glim the 
blue pinstripe on the umbrella- 
toting gentleman. He's wearing that 
rakish reprobate, the double- 
breasted, but it’s not one of those 
baggy-shouldered, fat-lapelled mod- 
els of yesteryear. The new tempo 
double‘breasted by Baker ($100) has 
slimmed down considerably: natural 
shoulders, narrow high-notched la- 
pels, four buttons, flap pockets —a 
smart choice for town wear. His 
snap-brim fedora by Knox ($20) is 
an English gray felt, has a two-inch 
brim and front pinches. His shirt 
isa short point (2/% inches) Egyptian 
broadcloth by Embassy ($8.95) in a 
choice of button or French cuffs; his 
tie is a small, neat check in silk ($5). 
The belt is a black calf by Douglas 
($7.50) and the hose are French lisle 
($2.95). The shoes are Keith High- 
lander medallion tip oxfords ($28). 
For use with a French cuff shirt, the 
gentleman will choose sterling sil- 
ver cuff links, with mother-of-pearl 
centers ($12.50), and a small tie bar. 


ACCESSORIES COURTESY OF JERREMS, CHICAGO 


for town and country, a casual tweed and a trim-cut double breasted 


SUIT YOURSELF 


Short-point broodcloth; 
small check tie 


eor! links (optionol); 
linen handkerchief 


Bs: eu 


English gray snap-brim 
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around. I tell him how to end the 
killers thing and he fouls me. Offer to 
rint his stuff in The Boulevardier and 

e calls it a “throwaway.” What if he 
does know the magazine, I thought. He 
doesn't know me well enough to call it 
that to my face. 

I glanced at the title. It was The Real 
Spaniard. Sounded all right. Louis 
Bronifield, another young Paris writer, 
had done a piece for us called The Real 
Frenchman. Louis had already hit the 
jackpot with his second book. It got 
him the Pulitzer Prize. That meant the 
other Left Bank writers would be out 
gunning for him, I thought. 

“Parody on Bromfield?” I said. 

“Yeah,” he said. “I give him hell.” 

That's OK, I thought. We liked 
parodies in the book. But I didn’t say 
anything. Just stuck the thing in my 
pocket without reading it. Might need 
it for wrapping up a parcel some day. 
I was still sore about that crack he had 
made about the magazine. Better change 
the subject, I thought. One more drink 
and I'd be telling him what he could do 
with his wrapping paper. I put on my 
ht-club smile. 

‘Ever been up to my place on 


“No,” he said. 

“Why?” I said. 

“Too high,” he said. 

“The Hill?” I said. 

“No. The prices,” he said. 

I said, “Come up any night. Be my 
guest. Bring your girl.” 

‘Thanks,” he said. 

“Got a smoking?’ I said. 

“A whate” he said. 

“A smoking,” 1 said. 

Can you beat that, I thought. He is 
writing a book on Paris and he does 
not know what a smoking is. A smoking 
is Paris argot for a tuxedo, I told him. 
You got to be dressed in my place. It's 
no Left Bank honky-tonk. We open at 
midnight and close when the sun also 
rises, I told him. Might as well impress 
him that it was a classy joint. He might 
think it is another Hinkey Dinks in 
Chicago, I thought. 

“There's no sawdust on my floor,” I 
said. 

“Too bad,” he said. “But I will give 
you a break for old time's sake. I never 
play when I work but I will come up 
when the book is finished. I'll bring 
Lady Brett with me. 

“Lady who?" I sail 

“Lady Brett,” “Belongs to 
an old English family; title and all’ that 
sort of thing. You wouldn't know her.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

“Lil bring you an autographed coy 
of the tao dee ‘ae BP by) 


he said. 

“Thanks,” I said. And I paid the 
check and left 

T had to laugh when I got outside. 
Here I had a whole book-case full of 
autographed bestsellers like Sinclair 
Lewis’ Main Street, Michael Arlen's 
The Green Hat, Scott Fitzgerald's The 
Great Gatsby and a lot of others. And 
the kid was going to give me an auto- 
graphed copy of his opus. Not only 
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that, he was going to lend a little class 
to my place by bringing along Lady 
What's-her-name. Why, ever since the 
Prince of Wales started coming there 
I had them all. Wait until he sees the 
cream of British nobility hob-nobbing 
with me, I thought. Lady Mountbatten 
used to say my dance floor looked like 
an illustrated copy of Burke's Peerage. 
‘The Duke of Manchester was there every 
night. They liked my jazz band—The 
Crackerjacks and the Argentine Tango 
Orchestra which was a new wrinkle 
then, Well, I thought, I only hope his 
story is up to The Boulevardier's stand- 
ards. Those standards were high in one 
way and low in another. Look at Sin- 
clair Lewis. He made the Nobel Prize 
but he had a tough time making The 
Boulevardier. We turned him down 
twice. His stuff was too provincial for us. 

In the taxi to the office I got thinking 
about Lewis. The only way he resembles 
Hemingway, I thought, is in his drink- 
ing. He was a swell guy though. He 
finally did make the magazine, too. That 
was when I cut a five thousand word 
yarn of his down to one thousand. He 
was delighted to make the grade and 
bought up half the issue to send to 
friends in The States. Never could do 
the short stuff he always said. Nice guy. 
You don’t mind helping out a writer 
like that, I thought. 

I showed The Real Spaniard to 
Gwynne and told him Hemingway was 
another Bromfield. Gwynne read it, 
grabbed a big blue pencil and hit the 
ceiling. “Where does he write, on rest 
room walls?” he roared. I looked over 
his shoulder and there were wo four- 
letter words! They were words that 
you heard around the office all the time. 
But you didn’t see them. 

“Well,” I said, “he spelled them cor- 
rectly didn’t he?” 

And the guy tells me not to change & 
word, I thought. Gwynne tossed the 
sheets over to Arthur Moss. Arthur was 
the editor and said he knew Hemingway 
and wasn't surprised. He read the piece 
through and then turned over the last 
page. “Where's the rest of it?” he said. 
“You must have lost a page. 


“That's all he gave me,” I said. 1 
read it myself. It's an unfinished 
symphony all right, I thought. But 


maybe he wants it like that. 

I said aloud, “It’s the latest style in 
literature and—" I added, “he comes 
from my home to 

“OK,” Moss said. “Write an ending 
to it and we'll run it on page 42.” 

“Not me,” I said. “Promised I 
wouldn't change a word.” 

"You don't have to change a word,” 
Arthur said. “Just add a_ paragraph. 
T'll take the rap for you if he squawks. 
We go to press in an hour and we can't 
print it that way. The story stinks and 
you know it.” 

Of course I knew it, But 1 knew 
Hemingway too. Well, I thought, if he 
didn't give me all of it it's not my 
fault. Besides, Moss had agreed to take 
the blame. 1 wanted the yarn to get in 
that issue and it wouldn't make the 


grade the way it was. 

So I wrote an ending. I ghosted his 
style a little and it turned out swell. 
The story wasn't bad at all with my 
ending. Then we ran a litde blurb 
about his book. That ought to please 
him, I thought. 

But it didn’t please him. The maga- 
zine was hardly on the stands before 
he was on our necks. Game roaring into 
the office with fire in his eye and said 
Thad spoiled the story. I told the truth; 
said I had not changed a word. I should 
have stood in bed like the guy in the 
other story, I thought. I glanced over 
at Moss. Would he take the rap as he 
had: promised? 

Lil Arthur, as we called him, stood 
under five feet and weighed in ringside 
at 128 rounts But there was no moss 
attached to him except his name. He 
had to bend his head away back to look 
up at our detractor but he looked the 
bull right in the eye. 

“Pipe down, Big Boy,” he said. “I'm 
the editor and I re-wrote your story 
for the better. What are you going to 
do about it” 

Ernest looked like he couldn't believe 
his ears. He bent over to get a better 
look. 

“Stand up and I'll show you,” he 
said. 

“I am standing up,” Arthur said, and 
he was. 

That broke the spell. Ernest stuck 
out a big hand. I knew he would. 

“Shake, brother,” he said. “You got 


guts.” 

Then he walked out without a glance 
at me. That's gratitude for you, I 
thought. You try to help out a pal and 
he docs not appreciate it. Show him 
how to write and he says you spoiled 
his story. Well, let him go back to his 
Gertrude Stein and see if I care. Bet 
that book of his needs a re-write more 
than the story did, I thought. 


I didn’t see my new fighter for a 
couple of months. Heard he was holed 
up working on the proofs of that opus 
of his. Then he dropped in to my place 
one night and the minute I saw what he 
had with him I was sure he was still 
sore at me for that re-write job. She 
was awful. Of all the females in the 
entire world there was only one barred 
permanently from my place. And he 

ad her on his arm. How she ever got by 
Blink McClusky at the door I'll never 
know. Must have come up on his blind 
side. How she even got across the river 
was a mystery. Like Chicago's West Side 
hoboes, who were barred from crossing 
the Chicago River, she was barred so- 
cially from the Montmartre night spots 
across the Seine. Her natural habitat 
was the Left Bank. Incidentally, she was 
even barred from crossing the great At- 
lantic Ocean. They had barred her out 
of The States on “moral turpitude” 
grounds. Some gal. 

I didn’t object to her on moral 
grounds. -My place was no church. It 
was the way she behaved and the way she 
dressed. They say she was from a good 
family in England but they paid her a 

(continued overleaf) 


“T assure you that your feeling of not 


being wanted is all in your mind.” 
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small remittance to stay out of the 
British Isles. If she crossed the channel 
the dough stopped. She was a table- 
hopper and generally wore soiled tennis 
shoes and a pair of men’s pants. That 
was long before they called them “slacks” 
and normal women took to wearing 
them. 

And here she was with Hemingway. 
Had used him to crash the gate. Well, 
I had asked for it. The waiters were 
ganging up for the bum's rush but I 
waved them aside. He looked pretty 
good. Almost civilized. Had a smoking 
on and was even shaved. Maybe he just 
looks good alongside of her, I thought. 
As I came up you could see he was 
ready to present me like they do at the 
Court of St. James. But she put her 
hand up in the air as though she were 
reaching for a strap in a bus, to shake 
hands. 

“Fawncy seeing you here,” she said. 

“Fancy seeing you here,” I said. 

“Fancy your knowing Lady Brett,” he 
said. 

Lady Brett! I thought. Is this the one 
he calls Lady Brett?) That was a new 
monicker to me. I had heard her called 
many things but never that. They called 
her “The Countess” around the Dome. 

we the head-waiter the highsign 
and he showed Ernest to a nice table 
in the back row behind the post. She 
hooked her arm in mine. That gave me 
a chance to talk to her man to man. I 
told her to keep off the dance floor and 
not bother any of the guests and she 
could stay this time. 

Of course I didn’t dare to sit down 
with them, Had my social position to 
consider. The other girls might think 
she was going to work in the place and 
T didn’t want any labor trouble that 
night. So I said 1 was very busy and 
tipped off Blink to keep an eye on her 
but not to get into an argument with 
Hemingway. Blink had lost an eye 
fighting Jack Johnson and I didn’t want 
him to lose the other one. 

She surprised me by behaving herself. 
Once I heard a scream and a crash from 
their side of the room and went tearing 
over there. But it was only one of our 
regular society matrons slugging it out 
with a gigolo. 

My guests left about 5:00 o'clock and 
left five empty champagne bottles be- 
hind them, That's the way we kept 
count; by leaving the empties on the 
table. I didn’t mind that. But I was a 
little sore at him for bringing that broad 
into the place. I went to the vestiare 
with them. Nobody could see us there. 
Then he pulled out his book. I'd for- 
gotten all about it. But I had not for- 
gotten the title when I saw it: The Sun 
Also Rises. So I let him have it. 

“Where do you think you are?" I said. 
“In Adantic City? You don't see any 
sun around this town, do you? That 
high flush you are wearing is not sun- 
burn. It's a bar-room tan. You should 
have named it something else when I 
told you before.” 

Guess he thought I was just kidding 
because he didn’t get mad. Just grinned 
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and wrote something on the fly-leaf and 
handed it to me. I read it; “What's in 
a name?” it said. “A rose by any other 
name would smell as sweet.” Just some 
more of the Gertrude Stein stuff, I 
thought. I flicked over the pages to 
show a litle interest and two words 
jumped right out and hit me in the eye. 
“Lady Brett!” I said aloud, 

“Yes,” he said. “That's the name I 
gave the Countess in the book. She is 
my heroine.” 

“Your heroine of what?" I said. 

“Of The Sun Also Rises," he 

“Oh,” I said. 


“We're even,” 

“Au revoir,” she said. 

“Goodbye,” I said. 

Good Lord, I thought. How do they 
get that naive? Some heroine. Well, 
that's one book I'll never read. And he 
will never be able to go back to Oak 
Park after this. They will even give 
him the horse laugh in Paris. Maybe he 
was just kidding me, I thought. I opened 
the book again and glanced through it. 
There she was all right. Big as life. 
That bout is not a semi-final, I thought. 
It's a final with a capital F. 

But there was something nice about 
him just the same. Take the time at the 
Velodrome d'Hiver. It happened at one 
of their weekly fights. I was sitting in 
the front row of the ringside seats with 
two lovely American girls when a pug I 
had had some trouble with walked up to 
me. I should have recognized his cauli- 
flower ears but I didn't. It was between 
houts and he must have been acting as 
a second as he had a wet sponge in his 
hand. I put out my head fehecnthy to 
shake hands with him and he put out 
his. But he didn’t shake hands; instead 
he shoved the wet sponge in my face and 
began insulting me. 

The crowd loved it. It was a Charlot 
comedy to them. I was the gent in the 
smoking getting the custard pie from the 
guy in the sweater. I jumped up to grab 
the sponge. But as I did two other guys 
grabbed me. It was three to one. Well, 
a lot of people in those ringside seats 
knew me but who do you suppose was 
the only one to take my part? Right. 
Monsieur Hemingway. He just ap- 

eared from nowhere. He was grinning 
irom ear to ear, But he wasn’t fooling. 
He grabbed the two pugs, each by an 
arm, and pulled the two of them from 
me as though they were babies. “Get 
the sponge,” he said. “I'll take care of 
these two punks.” 

That was all the moral and physical 
support I needed. I snatched the sponge 
away from The Ears and went into a 
clinch. Couldn’t touch him. Two gen- 
darmes, acting like referees, broke us 
apart and led us to our corners. But I 
took a chance and let the sponge go. 
It_was a lucky shot. Just missed the 
other gendarmes and caught The Ears 
smack in the face. The crowd roared 
its approval. The gendarmes laughed 
and I took a bow to the gallery, But 
when I curned to raise Hemingway's 
hand he was gone. He had disappeared 


2s mysteriously as he had appeared. 

What a strange mixture of guts and 
diffidence, I thought. He had not hes- 
itated to take a hand in a friend's 
quarrel in front of the whole crowd. 
Might even have caused a riot if some. 
body had started swinging. Then the 
minute the danger is over he fades out 
of the picture. Funny guy, all right. 
They say that when the Italians deco- 
rated him they had to bring the medal to 
him, Afraid to get up in front of the 
outfit. Not afraid of action but afraid 
of pea The girls said he limped a 
little. Who wouldn't, I thought, with 
an artificial knee-cap and a hundred 
shell-splinters in his body. But that 
didn't stop him. Some character. 

I sure felt grateful to him that night. 
Kept thinking about it all during the 
fights. And you could see that the pug 
who started it was thinking about it too. 
Kept glaring at me. He was no practical 
joker either. We had had some serious 
trouble and he had threatened to get 


me. 

‘When the fights were over I began to 
get worried. Sure wished my. body 
guard had stuck around. I told the girls 
if anything started they were to keep 
right on going and meet me at the car. 
As we got into the crush headed for the 
exit I had a feeling we were being fol- 
lowed. So I dropped back a little and 
glanced over my shoulder. And sure 
enough the big guy was right behind me. 
He was still grinning. 

“Keep going,” he said. “I'm doing a 
rearguard action.” 

What do you know, I thought. Some 
friend. He may not be inuch of a writer 
but he sure has hair on his chest. He 
tailed me and I tailed the girls right into 
my car and in a few minutes we were on 
our way. I introduced him to the girls. 
And then they burned me up. 

“You're not the Mr. Hemingway who 
wrote The Sun Also Rises, are you?" 
they both said at once. 

“Guilty,” he said. 

“We both read it and think it’s won- 
derful,” they said. And they went on 
gushing like 2 couple of bobby-soxers. 
I didn't mind so much about the 
brunette. She was a. spare. But the 
red-head was putting it on too thick to 
suit ine. She was sitting up front with me 
but kept turning around to talk to him. 
I was glad when he shut her off. He 
poked fin finger in my back. 

“How did you like the book?” he said. 

Well, I thought, if he thinks I am 
going to flatter him, just because he 
saved my life, he's got another think 
coming. Better give it to him straight 
from the shoulder. 

“I couldn't read the thing,” I said. 

“Wait a minute,” he said. . 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Do you move your lips when you 
reenter aa ce te 

“No," I 

“That's it,” he said. 

“That's what?" I said. 

“That's it. I write for people who 
move their lips when they read.” 

“Oh,” I said. 

The girls laughed their heads off. But 

(concluded overleaf) 
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Ribald Classic 


THE AMOROUS 
GOLDSMITH 


A new translation from 
the Arabic collection 
Kitab Alf Laylah wa Laylah 


ONCE THERE was a goldsmith who had 
but two passions in life: women, and 
good wine. One day he entered the 
house of a friend and observed on one 
of the walls the picture of a young 
woman; fairer or lovelier or prettier 
wench eye never beheld. The goldsmith 
studied the portrait with interest, and 
was astounded by its beauty; straight- 
way his heart was invaded by a fond 
love for the image, so that he fell sick 
and was presently on the verge of de- 
struction. One of his friends came to 
visit him in this grievous state, and in- 
uired of him how he felt and where 
the pain was. 

“Brother,” the invalid replied, “my 
sickness, and all that has afilicted me, 
springs from love. I've fallen in love 
with a picture painted on What'shis- 
name's wall.” 

“Why, that proves what little sense 
you have, brother,” his friend scolded 
him. “How could you be in love with a 
pccre on a wall, that doesn’t hurt or 
elp anyone? It doesn’t see, it doesn't 


hear, it can’t take, it can't deny . . 
“But the painter must have had some 
pretty woman for his model when he 
painted it,” the goldsmith broke in. 
“Maybe he invented it out of his 
head,” the visitor objected. 
(continued on page 77) 


“I will give you a thousand dinars for 
her,” said the goldsmith. 
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I didn’t laugh. Bad taste, I thought. I 
wanted him to ask me why I couldn't 
read his book. Had some sound criti- 
css all ready for him. And he laughs 
it off. Not only that, I had to sit there 
and listen to the girls raving about it. 
They wanted to know all about Lady 
Brett. What a character. Did she really 
exist?’ They should ask me, I thought. 
1 could have told them plenty. 

T listened to their flattery and got a 
line on the kind of book it was. Some 
guy had been fouled in the war. Hit 

low the belt. He had been Lady 
Brett’s heavy lover before he got the 
TKO and when he came out she loved 
him just the same and continued to live 
with him. She was even keeping him, 
according to the story. Baloney, I 
thought. All that baby ever kept was 
the change when somebody gave her 
over two dollars. She was no more cap- 
able of spiritual love than I was. Then 
I heard the story switched to bull-fight- 
ing in Spain. Bull-throwing is more like 
it, I thought. 

I was burning at this snake I had 
taken into the bosom of my car. I re- 
call leaning over and whispering into 
the ear of the red-head that Hemingway 
himself was the guy who had been shot 
in the book. I don't recall mentioning 
that he had been shot in the knee either. 
All's fair in love and war, I thought. 


ROUND 2; “TO HAVE AND HAVE NOT.” 

It was getting around midnight so I 
suggested that we all drive up to my 
place and have a litde champagne. 

“Sorry,” he said. “Told you I never 
play when I am working. Doing a new 
book and got to get some sleep.” 

“OK,” T said. “I'll drive you home. 
Where do you live?” 

“Montparnasse,” he said. 

‘The red-head said, “What's the book 
about?” 

“Collection of short stories,” he said. 

I shot over the bridge to the Left 
Bank and turned up the Boulevard Ras- 
pail. So it’s short bouts now, I thought. 
Wonder if he is using that lemon T had 
read in the bar. The Killers or some- 
thing. Hope the others are better than 
that one, I thought. 

I said aloud, “What kind of stories?" 

“I never talk about a story until it is 
finished,” he said. “If you tell it you 
never write it. The trouble with you 
is that you tell your stories up at that 
joint of yours and never write them.” 

“Oh yeah,” I said. 

“Yes,” he said. “Make up your mind 
whether you want to be a writer or a 
saloonkeeper. If you want to run a 
sal keep talking. If you want to be 


“What for?” he said. “I'm not paying 
you to talk. Put it on piper.” 

Get a load of that, I thought. You'd 
think he was Scott Fitzgerald or some- 
one. Here everybody in Paris is talking 
about my stuff in The Boulevardier ane 
he is telling me how to write. What a 
laugh. Not only that, he probably hasn't 
gota pet to cook in but he's telling me 
off right in my own Cadillac. Some gall. 


(continued from page 36) 


Drinks my champagne and calls my joint 
a saloon. I started to tell him I was a 
star reporter in Chicago when he was a 
cub in Kansas City. But the girls were 
so busy laughing and talking to him I 
couldn't get a word in edgewise. That's 
what you get, I thought. 

“What's the name of your new book, 
Mr. Hemingway?" the girls said. 

“Men Without Women,” he said. 

“What?” I said. 

“Men Without Women,” he said. 

Here's my chance, I th . Imagine 
writing a book in Paris with a tide like 
that. First it’s The Sun Also Rises and 
now it's Men Without Women. Gertrude 
Stein must have picked that one for him, 
too, I thought. 

I said aloud. “Listen, Ernest, let’s be 
Frank and Ernest with each other. Did 
you ever see a Man without a Woman in 
Paris? You are in Paris, France, now, 
kid, not Paris, Ilinois. There are no 
men without women here and no women 
without men outside of Lady Brett per- 
apes 


‘Turn left at the cemetery,” he said. 

“OK,” I said. “And while we are here 
take a good look in that cemetery. If 
you see any Men without Women even 
in there I'll buy you a good dinner. They 
bury them side by side over here. Hot 
or cold, in Paris Men are with Women.” 

“Third house from the corner,” he 
said. 

I stopped at the third house. It was 
an old teak relic of the Second Empire. 
It had a Chambres a Louer sign in the 
window and was right across the street 
from the cemetery. There were no lights 
on inside but you could see it in spurts. 
There was a big electric sign on_ the 
house next door that flashed on and off. 
It said Pompes Funebres. Clever idea 
for an undertaker, I thought. The lights 
going on and off reminded you that 
you are here today and gone tomorrow. 
The house on the other side had a 
marble orchard in the front yard. It was 
a monument maker's atelicr. The stone 
angles and other tombstones jumped at 
you when the undertaker's sign lit up. 
Nice cheerful little spot, I thought. He 
hopped out like he was going in to the 
Louvre palace. 

“My room's on the fifth floor, girls,” 
he said. “Come up and see me some 
time, 

Rest in peace,” I said. 

No wonder he writes that stuff about 
people getting killed, I thought. He's 
looking at graves all day. But do you 
know something? You had to give the 
guy credit for one thing. He was always 
himself, Natural like. Look at the way 
he let me drive him right up to that 
dump of his. A lot of fellows would 
have gotten off at the Ritz and walked 
the rest of the way. But he didn’t care. 
Maybe it’s integrity or self-confidence or 
something. Guess it must be confidence. 
A Hearst man told me that he had 
dimbed those five flights of stairs around 
that time to offer him a newspaper job. 
The job paid 200 a weck and he wasn’t 
eating regularly then. But he turned 
down the job flat. Said nobody was 


going to tell him what to write again. 
Wanted to live his own stories. Must 
have something, I guess. But, as I say, 
you can’t put your finger on it. 

There's one thing I will say for him 
though. He really worked hard. I went 
around to the cemetery room one day to 
see him, The concierge told me he was 
there. So I climbed the five flights and 
rapped on his door but he wouldn't let 
me in. The undertaker's assistant who 
had the room next to him told me he 
had been locked in his room for a week 
correcting proofs, Wouldn't let anybody 
in, They used to leave coffee and crois- 
sants at the door for him. The only 
exercise he got was walking to the bath- 
Toom at the other end of the hall. If 
genius is really the capacity for taking 
infinite pains he is a genius, I thought. 

But work or no work you could always 
see him at the fights. Guess he didn't 
think going to the fights was playing; 
just part of his training. I used to see 
him there all the time. We used to bet 
ten francs a corner and he almost always 
won. We never talked about his books 
any more. What's the use, I thought. 
You can’t tell him anything and he won't 
tell you anything anyway. I didn’t mind 
when he won. Guess he can use the 
money more than I can, I thought. 

When he was not at the fights you 
knew he was away somewhere. But you 
never knew where he was. He might be 
in the green hills of Africa, the blood 
soaked arenas of Spain or somewhere in 
Italy. He never writes or even sends 
postals. 

It must have been a couple of years 
before I saw him again. 

In November of 1929 the big Depres- 
sion bounced off of Wall Street and hit 
Paris hard. It was a TKO for the Amer- 
ican colony. Every Yank who had been 
spending money like water suddenly 
went dry. They had it one day and 
didn’t have it the next. Forty thousand 
of them who had been living on incomes 
fought to get reservations on the boats 
and borrowed money to pay their pas- 
sage. 
‘Things were plenty tough for us. 
Lost the place in Montmartre and The 
Boulevardier folded for want of readers. 
But before it folded it did me a favor. 
1 was offered a contract to go over to 
Hollywood and write for the new talk- 
ing pictures. What a break. 

And the first person I wanted to tell 
about it was the smart-alec Hemingway. 
Tell me how to write, would he? T 
could tell him something now. Universal 
Pictures had seen a story of mine in The 
Boulevardier and had come over 5000 
miles to sign me up. I didn’t see them 
coming after him, Going to be the 
champ, was he? Well, maybe he'd find 
himself up against his old sparring mate 
in the battle of the century. You know 
how it is. I was dying to rub it in. 
Wherever he was I knew he was in there 
slugging. But a good boxer can always 
outpoint a slugger. .Wait until I stick 
that straight Hollywood left in his kis 
ser, I thought. 

NEXT MONTH: 
‘A FAREWELL TO ARMS” 


ROUND 3: 


DANISH PASTRY 


miss september 1s a 
rhapsody in broken english 


THIS BLUE-EYED natural blonde was born 21 
years ago in Copenhagen, Denmark, has 
been in America a scant three years. Her 
hobbies include dancing, designing clothes 
and murdering the English language. Elsa 
Sorensen is her name, and though she thinks 
her new monicker, Dane Arden, is slicker 
and more “American,” we still call her 
Ellie, as do her other friends — including 
baritone boyfriend Guy Mitchell. Guy sees 
a lot of Ellie. So will you, on the following 
spread where this Dane named Dane proves 
that a rose is a rose is a Playmate. 


MISS SEPTEMBER p.avsow's pLarmare oF THE MONTH 


ED Picking up munchables for a party, Ellie shops a supermarket with boyfriend, pop vacalist Guy Mitchell. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY PETER GOWLANO. 
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The movie producer traveled all the way 
to Europe, but had to return to Holly- 
wood disappointed. He contacted the 
beautiful Italian actress he'd been seck- 
ing, all right, but, unfortunately, she re- 
fused to come across. 


One of our friends has a real problem. 
He received a note through the 
advising him, “If you don’t stop making 
love to my wife, I'll kill you.” The 
trouble is, the note wasn’t signed. 


Lord Dufingham returned from his 
grouse shooting somewhat earlier than 
usual and found Lady Dufingham in a 
rather compromising situation with his 
best friend, Sir Archibald Carpley. Lord 
Duffingham stood stiffly in the bedroom 
doorway and loudly berated his wife for 
her infidelity. With thunder in his 
voice, he reminded her that he had taken 
her from a miserable existence in the 
London slums, given her a fine home, 
provided her with servants, expensive 
clothes and jewels. 

As Lady Duflingham was by this time 
crying inconsolably, his Lordship turned 
his wrath on his supposed friend: “And 
as for you, Carpley—you might at least 
stop while I'm talking! 


i = 


You won't read about it in After Hours, 
but we occasionally get our kicks in a 
place where the music is so bad that 
when a waiter drops a tay everybody 
gets up and starts dancing. 


Jim Morgan had just returned from a 
month-long wip to New York and he 


“My very first evening in New York, 1 
met this very attractive young woman in 


a cocktail lounge. We had a few drinks, 
then dinner and a show. One thing led 
to another and she spent the night with 
me at my hotel. 

“When I woke the next morning, she 
was sitting on the edge of the bed crying. 
1 asked her what was troubling her and 
she told me she was marricd and that she 
was very ashamed of herself, 

“Well, that got me to thinking about 
my wife and kids back here, so we both 
sat there on the edge of the bed and 
cried for about a half hour.” 

“But, Jim,” said the puzzled friend, 
“that was almost four weeks ago. What 
does that have to do with your eyes 
being bloodshot today?” 

“Well, look.” Jim exclaimed. “you 
can't sit and cry’ your eyes out every 
morning for four weeks without making 
them a little red!” 


An interloper at a mecting of the So- 

ty of Mayflower Descendants put the 
august group in a bit of a tizzy when he 
responded, “Actually, I'm descended 
from a long line my mother once heard.” 


The husband was disturbed by his wife's 
indifferent attitude towards him and the 
marriage counselor suggested he 
ig more aggressive in his love m 
Act more like a rot ic lover and 
less like a bored spouse.” he was advised. 
“When you go home, make love to her 
as soon as you mect—even if it is right 
inside the front doo : 

‘At the next consultation, the advisor 
was pleased to hear that the husband 
had followed instructions. “And how did 
she react this time?” the consultant 
asked. 

“Well, to tell the truth,” the husband 
replied, “she was still sort of indifferent. 
But one thing I've got to admit: her 
bridge club went absolutely wild! 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favoriles to Party Jokes Editor, PLAyBoy, 
11 E, Superior St., Chicago 11, Ill, and 
carn an easy five dollars Jor each joke 
used. In case of duplicales, payment goes 
to first received. Jokes cannot be returned, 


“Sherwood Forest . . . Robin Hood speaking.” 


46 


ORPHEUS IN HAITI 


HE WAS VIRILITY incarnate, an enchant- 
ing singer, a devil with the ladies: but 
from the moment he set eyes on the 
queen of his heart, no other woman had 
achance. And when The Only Girl was 
taken from him by death (for this is a 
tragic story), he swore off the gentle sex 
for life. That life proved to be short, 
His exgirlfriends, seething with jealousy 
and thwarted desire, drew him into a 
wild and mounting orgy, worked them- 
selves into a homicidal frenzy, and, at the 
peak of the bacchanale, fell upon and 
tore him — literally — limb from limb. 
His name, of course, was Orpheus, and 
he’s been dead a long time now, but (if 
rumor is to be believed) there is still at 
least one place on this planet where the 
male is first worshipped, then destroyed; 
where a living, breathing symbol of viril- 
ity is set upon by a hysterical, orgy-driven 
woman and killed anew, savagely, blood- 


ily. 

This place is Haiti. Try to imagine 
that you're in a jungle clearing. Fire 
flickers on tree trunks and burnished 
bodies. They're swaying, perhaps 200 
men and women, to the beat of drums 

(continued overleaf) 
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grouped near a huge tree trunk in the 
center of the glade: Already the houngan 
has chanted his appeals to the spirit and 
sketched a cabalistic design on the 
ground. Near it are tethered a goat and 
five roosters — black, arrogant, sure of 
their maleness. Tension is high and now 
the drums step up the beat. From the 
darkness to one side a man’s voice shouts: 
“Damballa goubamba! Kinga do ki la!” 
Murmurously, the crowd intones the 
response: “Kinga do ki Ia!’ Over and 
over, the invocation is repeated to Dam- 
balla, the good spirit, to Damballa, who 
craves blood. 

‘A young woman stands near the fire. 
She's wearing a red bandana, a loose 
white chemise maldiocre of flour sacking, 
cut low over the shoulders. Quietly she 
begins to sway to the drums. Rooted to 
one spot, there is no movement except 
that reed-like weaving of her body. Fire- 
light picks out now the outline of her 
thighs, now the swell of her breasts 
against the thin matcrial. 

‘The girl sways and weaves with an al- 
most overpowering intensity — faster now 
as a wooden fetish is carried forward, the 
lifesized figure of a man. The drums 
beat on, restless, surging volumes of 
sound. The girl sways and weaves faster 
until ripples seem to flow up her body. 
Again and again and again, the extra- 
ordinary pulsation shakes her, building 
ever greater tension in the crowd. 

The drums notch up faster. Now the 
girl moves. Still convulsed by the tre- 
mendous vibrations, she bends over back- 
ward toward the fetish. Pulsing and jerk- 
ing, she arches back and back — bent im- 
possibly over and still pulsing — until the 
women around her wail in sharp falsetto 
as the girl smothers the idol in kisses. 

‘The chant of the crowd joins the cease- 
less thunder of drums. Sweating drum- 
mers fall out as others take up the 
thythm. Tension is electric through the 
dearing. Naked, a figure of onyx, the 
girl weaves along the rows of squatting, 
swaying figures. She's in a self-induced 
trance, tongue lolling from one side of 
her mouth, eyes fixed in a rigid, sightless 
stare. Now the alto drums are a torment- 
ing staccato and pulses speed faster to 
the frenzy. Down the rows the girl passes, 
arms outstretched over the black heads 
as if to raise each to her own exalted 
state. 

Here and there, eyes glaze, then turn 
up and from blind white. Here and 
there, a body topples to the ground 
thrashing and foaming. But the gleam- 
ing eyes of the crowd follow only the girl 
back to the She grasps one of the 
black roosters, raises him high above her 
head, her sweatglistening body ebony 
in the Aameglow. Legs apart, firmly 
planted, she swings him in circles about 
her until he dies. 

Then, suddenly, the drums are still. A 
machete flashes bright. The victim's head 
flies to the ground and blood spurts 
against the girl. In a moment, all at 
once, the crowd surges about her as she 
drinks from the rooster’s neck, trickles of 
ted coursing down her chin, over breasts, 
along thighs. Other priests slaughter the 
remaining animals and sprinkle blood on 


the jostling throng. For only a baptism 
of blood will admit Damballa to the soul. 

‘The drums roll on. Again, over all, 
comes the hoarse chant of the ceremony 
broken now by shrieks and moans. 
Slowly, the first light of dawn edges the 
black’ glade with yellow-green, and a 
primal ritual older than Orpheus throbs 
its final spasm. 

This is not an exalted word picture of 
the rite of voodoo as dreamed up by over- 
enthusiastic travel writers, but a descrip- 
tion of that ritual as it has been scen by 
white men—or so they say. Being ad- 
dicted to the “I'm from Missouri” school 
of reporting only on what we've seen, we 
must admit the sight of a voodoo orgy 
has never glazed our eye. And for every 
liam Seabrook who claims to have 
witnessed the spectacle, there are doubt- 
ers who say they've searched for it but 
never found it. What is the ruth? 

As we see it, it boils down to two con- 
First: the fact that a man 
isn’t found what he’s looking for is not 
presumptive evidence that it doesn’t 
exist. Second: Haiti is still ‘ual jun- 
gle; the French influence which is respon- 
sible for the communities on its shores 
was always a hostile influence to the na- 
tives. The interior, still mostly steaming 
jungles and shaggy-sloped moungai 
among the most primitive: areas of the 
hemisphere. What takes place during the 
dark jungle nights is more a matter of 
conjecture than of eye-witness reporting. 

In any case, the chances are that, as a 
tourist, you won't get to see the real 
thing. What will happen to you is this 
in Port au Prince you'll meet up a 
leering cab driver who'll promise you a 
full-dress voodoo ceremony. He'll herd 
you into his ancient car, zip off past 
tumbledown native huts or rutted out- 
skint sireets dimly lit by lamps every 
three or four blocks. He'll stop to confer 
with a shadow lounging in the gloom of 
a sidealley, drive on — jolting and lurch- 
ing—then stop again’ to go scouting. 
He'll eventually lead you to a wooden 
shack where le vrai voodoo is promised. 
As soon as you get inside, the first thing 
the dancers and drummers do is cluster 
around for a handout. 

Give the drummer a gourde (20c U.S.), 
sit back and watch the show. Commer- 
cial? Tawdry? Pour les touristes? Un- 
deniably. But it's still something to see, 
something with more primal thythm 
mindlessly, even animalistically, — per- 
formed that you're likely to have encoun- 
tered anywhere Stateside — or 
, Just possibly, though, you’ 
ip the cab driver's smirk and the 
dancers’ dubious performance. In which 
case, if you're still on a voodoo kick, you 
may sample the kind put on at the night 
dubs or the open-air Theatre de Verdure 
on a Saturday night. 

The Theatre, showcase of the National 
Folklore Troupe, also offers you a chance 
to catch Ti-Roro, perhaps the greatest of 
the Haitian drummers. Until you've 
heard him, you've never heard a drum 
sob like a Tost child, or murmur like a 
girl in love. The voodoo-based dance 
sketches put on at the Theatre are an 
ample reward too, choreographed with 


incisive, modern style, yet without ever 
losing the touch of earthy abandon that 
makes them real, the essence of this vivid 
land. this brightly warm people. 

Haiti is still one of the least expensive 
Caribbean spots north of Antigua, with 
more to offer than all the rest put to 
gether. Though prices have doubled in 
the last three or four years, we still man- 
age a thoroughly good evening for two 
with a gourde or so left out of $20. One 
of the spots you should try is the Voodoo 
Club (can't get away from the stuff), 
still relatively untouristed and complete 
with dirt floor and bare tables. It’s dark 
enough so that no one can see you 
bumbling through a merengue among 
the swivel-jointed Haitians. It’s only 
late at night that the little bars along 
Avenue Roosevelt liven up: the Brun- 
ette Club (we spotted at least two 
blondes there), Royal Palm Beach, New 
York Bar and Paradise. 

You can find most anything you're 
looking for in these joints, and the 
waiters in most of them will try to hustle 
a full bottle of rum to your table, fol. 
lowed by other more animate objects. 
You're quite within your rights to shoot 
the full bottle back and call for the stuff 
by single shots (about 10c). Do whatever 
you want about the other objects. In 
Carrefour proper (a pretty improper sec- 
tion) you'll pass rows of houses-standing 
back from the road and strung with 
colored lights. Keep right on going. Sex 
may be, as one fellow put it, “une 
industrie en Haiti,” but who wants it 
that way? For your private dossier, how- 
ever, professional ladies here are known 
as Dominicaines, though we're told by an 
impeccable source that the best ones are 
all from Martinique. 

If you do crave some female compan- 
ionship, try hunting on your own at the 
Casino, where the upper echelon of 
Haitian society gathers. The place is 
glossily, glaringly cosmopolitan, with 
French spoken all around, an open-air 
dance floor and a splendid orchestra. It 
boasts an excellent restaurant, too, and 
the meals are served with such allure that 
the waiters change white gloves virtually 
after every course. Also available is the 
Riialpechecioraecliaeecan gaming 
tooms. When you've had your fill of the 
place, stroll her down through pleasant 
gardens to the Casino’s yacht harbor, or 
over to the illuminated fountains on the 
waterfront Exposition grounds. Or drive 
on up to the Cabane Choucoune at 
Pétionville. 

Fun starts earlier there—with cock- 
tails at sunset on the terrace of the Ibo 
Lélé, and a pinkglowing view that 
stretches a good 80 miles. Then, a cou- 
ple of thousand feet above Pétionville, 
there's Kenscoff. We're all for the drive 
there, during which you pass from 
ainvillea to pine trees in 20 min- 
utes: it even gets cool enough to justify 
hot buttered rum. Beyond, at the top of 
the mountain, there’s Furcy, where log 
fires are an occasional delight. 

‘A good reason for making a separate 
evening of Pétionville is the food. Fabu- 
lous is the word for it and every hotel 

(concluded on page 52) 


fresh, smoked, baked, boiled, deviled, 
minced, hashed, fried or glazed with 


bourbon, few viands can vie with— 


THE HEARTY HAM 


WHEN CICERO satD, “Things perfected by 
nature are beter than those finished by 
art,” he couldn’t have been thinking of 
the smoked thigh of a pig. 

A fresh ham is the product of na- 
ture, and has much to recommend it. 
But a smoked ham is a work of art. Cer- 
tainly if Cicero had liyed ‘Jong enough 
to taste a genuine Smithfield ham taken 
from a peanutfed razorback hog, care- 
fully buried in salt, rubbed with freshly 
ground pepper, smoked over slow burn- 
ing hickory wood and then aged for two 
or maybe three years, Rome's honey- 
mouthed orator may have thought twice 
(continued on next page) 
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before making that rash utterance. 

Ham fans fall into three classes. First 
of all, there are the backwoods boys 
who, from the age of two, have been 
raised on hog ham gravy and bear lard 
biscuits. At the opposite extreme are 
those fastidious gentry who will only 
eat ham if it’s served with fresh calf’s 
sweetbread and Cie sautéed in white 
wine sauce sous cloche. The third and 
largest class are the great malonity, of 
ham lovers who enjoy anything from 
deviled ham on a cracker to oversize 
ham steaks from the corn fields of Iowa. 

All of these types appreciate the one 
salient fact about ham —its unless ity. 
There is no such thing as a fake ha 
It’s one of the least disguised and least 
doubtful of meat flavors. Even in a cro- 
quette or souffle, the matchless flavor 
comes through unaltered. When you 
leave roast beef in your refrigerator for 
four or five days, the juices evaporate 
and the flavor becomes stale and weary. 
But you can keep a ham in the ice box 
for four weeks, and the tangy miracle of 
the smokchouse remains unchanged. 
When meats like corned beef or smoked 
tongue are canned, their original flavor 
and texture become almost unrecogniz- 
able, But a canned ham never loses its 
rich natural savor. 

For all young gastronomers who aren‘t 
equipped to struggle with sole in aspic, 
joints of mutton and pressed wild duck, 
the plump ham on the carving board is 
the easiest way to satisfy the wolf in 
your stomach and the wench on the 
edge of your bed. A loaf of crisp sour 
rye bread, a jar of snappy mustard and 
some cold bottles of Bubbling ale are 
all that are needed to start the revival 
meeting. Ham's final recommendation 
is its price. In recent years it's been the 
least piratical of all meats. 

Until the late Twenties, any amateur 
chef who undertook to cook a whole 
ham in his bachelor apartment usually 
found out that a course in food engi- 
neering was necessary in order to do the 
job properly. Before the ham was ready 
Rae eihesjculres tian feaateaualigerced 
to study such topics as the effects of cer- 
tain orders of fungi, not to mention the 
use of the long block tackle and the in- 
dined plane. When the sprightly epi 
cure carried his fat ham home and dis- 
covered to his horror that there was 
mold on it, he was faced with three pos- 
sible decisions. He could return the ham 
to the butcher, report his disenchant- 
ment to the department of health or else 
call his mother at once by long distance 
phone. The tyro didn’t know that coun- 
try ham lovers at that time regarded 
mold (if it wasn't too deep) with the 
same affection a wine connoisseur felt 
toward the sediment in a fine bottle of 
Burgundy. After entertaining a number 
of doubts he usually turned to an old 
tecipe book where he found comforting 
data telling him to scrub the ham. 
Should he use the same brush they used 
on the kitchen floor or a brand new 
brush? There was the harsh dilemma of 
whether he should scrub it with a strong 
soap and water or just plain water. The 
cook books told him both methods were 


satisfactory. 

In the course of disinterring the rec- 
ipe he learned that he was to soak the 
meat. This, too, presented certain nice- 
ties in the protocol of dealing with a 
ham. Should he soak it in warm water 
or cold water, in the washtub or the 
bathtub? From further consultation he 
deduced that he should soak the ham 24 
hours for each year it was hung. This, 
ae Games eee gruelling problem 
of tracing the pig's genealogy back to its 
original owner in order to determine 
just how many months the end of the 
pig dangled from the rafters. 

At last, the young epicure placed his 
ham in the pot to boil. It was usually a 
heavy long ham rather than a short 
plump ham_ because that was the way 
pigs were raised in those days. When the 
18:pound ham was dropped into the 
four-quart pot, the phenomenon known 
as the displacement of water usually pre- 
sented itself, The chef's pants, under- 
wear, socks and shoes were immediately 
drenched with Mawid Then, hours later, 
after making all the necessary adjust- 
ments, in the serene calm of a job well 
done, the young culinarian was ready to 
Temove the cooked ham from the li 
With his trusty kitchen fork, he jabbed 
the thickest part of the ham's cushion 
and lifted. Under the immense weight 
of the ham the fork slowly bent in two 
like an old hatpin. inwendlor fishing up 
a ham, he acquired valuable knowledge 
concerning the tensile strength of differ- 
ent metals. 

The ham was finally boiled. And that 
was only half the battle — merely the 
first step preparatory to baking the ham. 

Nowadays, the old process of soaking, 
scrubbing and simmering are for the 
most part unnecessary. In the early 
Thirties, tenderized or quick-cooking 
hams were introduced. These were hams 
that required no soaking or simmering 
and that could be baked by merely 
placing them in the oven in the same 
manner as a turkey or a large rib roast. 
Later, completely cooked, ready-to-eat 
hams were introduced, and this type 
dominates the market today. In restau- 
rants and hotels, with proper cooking 
facilities, hams are still scrubbed, soaked, 
simmered, baked and glazed. The fin- 
ished ham may be slightly more moist 
and more subtle in flavor than the 
cooked ham you buy in the butcher 
shop. But the results are simply not 
worth the outlandish efforts required to 
bake a raw ham starting from scratch. 
Naturally there are differences in the 
qualities of the ready-to-eat hams. But 
once you've found a ham that satisfies 
your taste for cure, smokiness, texture 
and tenderness, you can be pretty sure 
that the quality of the same brand will 
remain consistent. : 

Over the United States you will find 
ham sold in an almost unlimited variety 
of forms and sizes. First of all, there are 
the aristocrats from the ham capital of 
the world, Smithfield, Virginia, popula- 
tion about 1100. Such brands as Todd's, 
Gwaltney's and Jordan's represent the 
very highest order in the bluebloods of 
the hog kingdom. Hams from this area 


are not to be confused with so-called 
“Virginia Be hams which many res- 
taurants and delicatessen stores offer and 
which are merely baked hams from any 
part of the country, stuck with a few 
cloves and browned in the oven. The 
real Smithfield Virginia hams are taken 
from a lean aristocratic strain of hog, 
turned loose in the woods in the spriny 
and fattened on peanuts in the fall. The 
shape is somewhat long and flat. The 
meat is deep brick red, the fat amber 
rather than white. The difference in 
flavor between a genuine Virginia ham 
and other hams is the difference in 
flavor between brandy and vin ordi- 
naire. Native epicures in Virginia like 
their ham cut paper thin. For better 
carving! they prefer a cold ham over a 
ot. 


Through the South you'll find the 
country hams, many of which are pre- 
parca in the same manner as the Smith- 

icld hams. Some of the country hams 
are not smoked but merely cured in salt 
and then hung in a cold place for 
months to age. Country hams are con- 
sumed locally for the most part. Smith- 
field hams are available in fancy food 
shops all over the United States. For 
apartment bachelors, the whole Smith- 
field hams are sometimes hard to han- 
die. Even a half of a Virginia ham may 
be unwieldly. Those who want the real 

hit 4 in small quantities can now buy 
the five-ounce jar of Amber brand sliced 
and cooked Smithfield ham. The price 
of a genuine Smithfield ham is about 
twice that of another ham. But for the 
cial blowout, it’s the ham of distinc- 
tion. Following the trend in the trade, 
the Smithfield is are Now offered raw 
or cooked and glazed with brown sugar. 
ready for the carving knife. 

Of course the greatest number of 
hams sold in the United States are the 
moderately smoked hams typified by the 
brand names of the nationally known 
meat packers. They may be bought raw, 
partly cooked (tenderized) or complete- 
ly cooked, ready to cat. People who do 
not care for the intense flavor and salti- 
ness of the Smithfield ham prefer this 
milder cure. For such respectable fare as 
ham and cabbage, ham and beans, ham 
and potato salad and ham steaks, these 
hams are excellent. 

The mildest of all hams are the can- 
ned Dutch, Danish and Irish specimens. 
Their bland flavor is just the opposite 
of their Virginia counterparts. They are 
sold in sizes ranging from one pound to 
15 pounds. When buying the very small 
size tins, you sometimes take the chance 
of getting excess fat and gristle, since 
the small cut may come from the ex- 
treme shank or butt end. Here again the 
variety of brands you can buy is tremen- 
dous. If you're looking for a gastronom- 
ical novelty, you might try such sophisti- 
cated versions as the Dutch Gala brand 
ham in champagne sauce or the German 
Englert’s sliced ham in Burgundy wine 
sauce, 

Finally, there are such hard hams as 
the Italian Prosciutto or the imported 
Westphalian style. These hams are both 

(concluded on page 75) 
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has its specialty. So do the restaurants 
in town: flaming lobster at Aux Cosa 
ques, snails at Picardie. Kalmar’s runs to 
topnotch French cooking but also a 
wide variety of creole dishes. Try grillo, 
which is mostly pork, or lasso of beef, 
both in piquant sauces; or dirt et donjon, 
a savory clump of rice and mushrooms, 
m croquette and mango pie. 

There are smaller, dingier spots where 
the eating’s still amore fun. We got a 
Haitian friend to steer us — straight, in 
this case—to Papa Denis’, a roofless 
place with a dirt floor, a few blocks from: 
the Presidential Palace. Papa mixes a 
rather special coctéle, then whooshes up 
a spread of eggplant with conch, fol- 
lowed by crab soup (with the fully 
shelled creature floating around to prove 
it’s real), filet mignon and a dessert of 
yams and syrup. The tab: 90c a head. 
duding a bottle of rum. 
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bea 
four Raymond) for $5, and we even tried 
a full day's alligator hunting on Lake 
Saumatre for around $20. We've got a 
belt to prove it. 

In Port au Prince, bargain buys in- 
clude perfumes and good local recordings 
of Roro drum solos and voodoo 
cantations, inexpensive Italian sp 
fishing gear and some good carved ma- 
hogany pieces. Most of our shopping is 
done at Mme. Paquin’s, who started the 
souvenir business down here and still 
gets her pick of the merchandise, justily- 
ing slightly higher but fixed prices. Kurt 
Fisher's store next door is good, too. 

And. of course, we also go to DeWitt 
Peter's Art Center. It’s still a place for 
excellent “buys,” though nowadays you'll 
pay up to $750 for a good canvas by 
Benoit. Baile, Hyppolite or Bigaud. But 
with a little personal taste, you can pick 
up fine primitive work at “investment” 
prices here or at the rival Foyer des Arts 
Plastiques. 

Instead of hopping around from cab 
to cab, it’s wiser to pick up a permanent 
driver. To save (45 a gallon) he'll 

ceelerate wildly for half a block, then 
coast as far as he can go. The art seems 
to be never to check momentum by using 
the brakes, but instead to careen through 
the gaudily thronged streets, just missing 
flashy new American cars, liule bour- 

ys with broad paniers on 
rm women down from 
the hills with head-carricd loads of pro- 
duce for the ma 

The market, incidentally, is one of the 
more depressing sights (and smells) in all 
Hi It’s a bright-painted turreted struc. 
ture of sheet iron where just. about 
everything is uaded, induding cups 
made of condensed-milk ns with a 
string handle, sandals cut from old auto 
tires, and cardboard suitcases decorated 
or reinforced with beer cans beaten flat. 

(The impoverished state of many 
Haitians has given rise to an interesting 
local custom known as placage. It’s so 
hard to accumulate money for a wedding 


that men and women five together to 
save jointly for the ceremony. This gives 
Haitian children the rare ad e of 
attending their parents’ wedding along 
with several brothers and sisters.) 

The other unnerving sight in Haiti, so 
far as we're concerned, are the cock 
fights. If that’s what you want, though, 
a good spot is the Gaugére cockpit on 
the Exposition grounds where fights are 
held Saturdays and Sundays. We don't 
normally flinch from “blood sports” but 
we draw the line here: the birds are so 
danined plucky, as they gouge and slash, 
then somehow get up, gory and one-eyed, 
to fight on with a bone-pierced wing and 
half a beak, that we ‘end up wretchedly 
rooting for the agonized creature on the 
ground, fighting on because it’s got too 
much guts to drag itself away. 

Every now and then, we're hell bent 
on sociological research, and choose a 
side jaunt into the hinterland. We'll go 
to Cap Haitien by coastal freighter or 
else by transport plane over a stormy 
graygreen sea of mountains. 

“Le Cap," where Columbus qualified 
for some sort of Western Hemisphere 


first by running the Santa Maria aground 


on a coral reef, is so unselfconsciously 
flavorsome that cannon which fired on 
Napolcon’s ships still rest in the streets 
long the waterfront 

We make a point of staying around 
there a day or two at the Hostellerie du 
Roi Christophe — just to stroll narrow 
streets, past old, balconied homes, and 
out to the harbor forts and the ancient 
lighthouse. Then we go to the Citadclle 
Fertiére, which is really why we come to 
Cap Haitien. 

We'll dr out first to Milot, a small 
i the edge of the jungle, that 
living out of supplying horses 
for the trip up the mountain, and boys 
with switches to keep them moving. 
Thes Hl black businessmen walk the 
whole way there k, burdened by 
a basketful of cokes which they cool off 
from time to time in mountain streams. 

Our first stop is always at Sans Souci, 
a ruined copy of Versailles which the 
jungle is slowly trying to reclaim. Be- 
yond. the trail grows gradually steeper 
nd more rocky. A couple of stops were 
called by the women in our group, to 
admire topical blossoms blazing vivid 
reds and blues from the trailside tangle 
of vegetation. We paused again about 
halfway up for our first view of the 
te delle. 

Above us the huge gray stone structure 
loomed atop a grassy elevation in the 
midst of virgin forest. One ss cor- 
ner faced us like the prow of a ship. Here 
was the famous “monument to fear” 
where black Christophe — prototype of 

Emperor Jones" — planned to fight to 
the last inst the French. Here, 
dragged block by huge granite block up 
the mountainside, was a fortress that 
could maintain a garrison of 10,000 for 
a siege of years. 

The relic loomed ever more massive 
as we climbed closer. Before long we 
were standing beside the 130-foot walls, 


under the muzzles of 12-foot bronze guns, 
beside an ironstudded door leading 
through the seven-foot thickness of the 
outer walls. We climbed to the top up 
flying stairways overhanging an ever nore 
{carsome drop and came out on the 
towering heights of this man-made butte 

Weather-worn and grassgrown at the 
top of the Citadelle’ is the grave ol 
Christophe, the m s Whose de. 
fensive creation was never used. For he 
died not from the French bullets he had 
feared; paralyzed by a stroke, beset by 
inuiguers in his divided land, raging at 
his own sudden weakness, he died a 
suicide. More than any other single 
factor, perhaps, the legends that have 
grown up about this man have unified 
the Haitian people. And like Christophe 
at his prime, Haiti packs the biggest wal 
lop in the Caribbean today. 

For more information, consult your 
travel agent, or write Haiti Government 
Tourist Bureau, 30 Rockcteller Plaza, 
New York. Details on Haiti are also 
available from Pan American World Air- 
ways (135 East 42nd Street, New York) or 
Delta C. & S. Airlines (Adanta Airport, 
Adlanta, Ga.). One-way air fares are $75 
from Miami, $120 from New Orleans. Or 
try Eastern Steamship Corp. (Pier 3, P.O. 
Box 882, Miami) or Panama Line (21 
West Street, New York) whose round-trip 
fares by sea start at $342 from New York, 
$190 from Miami. 


PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK 


Time your travels to these frolicsome 
European fest Oktoberfest, Munich, 
for magnificent Bavarian beer and fine 
foods in huge quantities amid fabulous 
fall scenes and the scent of the grape 
haryest_ (German Tourist Information 
Office, 500 Fifth Ave., New York 36); 
Festival of Our Lady of Pillar, Zaragoza. 
Spain, Oct. 11, for bull fights and lovely 
women, plus the attendant after hours 
relaxation in the Spanish manner (Span- 
ish State Tourist Office, 485 Madiso: 
Ave., New York 22); Salon de l'Auto, 
Paris, Oct. 4, one of the world’s biggest 
conyocations of sports cars and devotees, 
and a good excuse for doing Paris at the 
top of the season; Gastronomic Fair, 
Dijon, Nov. 3, for dedicated gourmets 
who like to rub elbows and sample yitdes 
with others of that ilk (French Govt. 
Tourist Office, 610 - 5th Ave., N. Y. 20). 
Packaged trips are autumn travel bar- 
gains. TWA (380 Madison Ave. Ni 
York) offers two of timely interest, V 
the opening of the fall theatre season 
why not set up your own party for 
stay in New York? Included are tickets 
for Broadway shows, hotel, meals and 
sightseeing in a package that starts at 
$49.50 for three days, plus air fare . . . 
When flying west, plan ahead for no 
extra-fare stop-overs at Las Vegas’ mi 
andCadillac resorts, or poolside lolling 
at dude ranches around Phoenix. Three- 
day romps run around $16 per head. 


PLAYBOY’S PENTHOUSE APARTMENT 
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a high, handsome haven—pre-planned 
and furnished for the bachelor in town 


. More than a place to 


rters of his ow! 
A fet his hat, a man dreams of his own domain, a place 


that is exclusively his. PLAvBoy has designed, planned and 
decorated, from the floor up, a penthouse apartment for 
the urban bachelor—a man who enjoys good living, a 
sophisticated connoisseur of the lively arts, of food and 
drink and congenial companions of both s A man ver 
much, perhaps, like you. In such a pl: 


elegant comfort, in a man's world which fits your moods 
and desires, which is a tasteful, gracious setting for an 
urbane personality. Here is the key. Let's use it together 
and take a tour of discovery. 

I: is just after dark on an evening with a tang of autumn 
in the air, The front door (that's at the lower left) takes 
us into a hallway with a facing wall of primavera pan 
One slides easily aside, a light gocs on automatically within 


te 0h"; 


and we hang our topcoats in a dust-proof closet. To our right is an illuminated 
aquarium and a wall-and-ceiling skylight, lending a romanuc atmosphere to the 
entrance-way, and to our left, at the end of the hall, the apartment beckons warmly. 

Coming down the hallway, we are able to view the entire width of the apartment 
and through the open casements, sce the terrace and the winking towers of the city 
beyond. Then, quite suddenly, we are in the apartment proper —a modern kitchen 
adjoins the dining room and before us is the main living area. 

‘The fire in the raised and recessed Swedish grate casts a magnetic glow on the 


PLAYBOY 


56 


=f} 
DINING ROOM 


From left to right: Bruno Mathesson table ($220) comes in a variety 
of solid hardwoods (we've used elm in the apartment—it's shown 
here in teak), is an ingenious gateleg with four leaves; foyer to 
right of entry has illuminated aquarium, wall-and-ceiling skylight; 
one of the Miller cabinets in dining room which is equipped with 
sliding silver chest, adjustable shelves; one of eight Singer up- 
holstered solid elm dining chairs, suitable elsewhere as needed. 


Above: The unusval flip-flop couch by M. 
Singer & Sons (#194, $495), pictured in 
various stages of flip, including the flot, 
‘on which overnighters may flop. Below, 
Soarinen armchair by Knoll (#70, $2B5). 


Below: rocking stools designed by 
Noguchi, built of hardwood and metal by 
Knoll (BST, B6T, $4650, $48) offer 
cosual living room seating in comfort. 


Below: one of four Knoll tobles (#305, 
$78), with foam cushions, may be used 
singly or together for sects or buffet. 


LIVING ROOM 


couch facing it, forming an intimately confined area, 2 romantic setting 
for a téte-A-téte. The floor beneath us is cork tile. ‘The smooth plaster 
wall is in dramatic contrast to the stone hearth, which has a painting 
on its right and a raised planter with dimbing vine on its left. The 
apartment's sense of masculine richness and excitement stems in part 
from such juxtapositions of textures — the smooth wall, the stone, the 
planer, the cork floor —and for visual impact the unadorned brick 
wall which closes off the bath and the kitchen area. Turn to the win- 
dow wall. Here's drama and contrast again, a view of the city through 
cascments richly hung with white dacron and slate gray silk shantung 
overdrapes. Below these are continous hanging storage cabinets. 
The rest of the living room is best seen by utilizing a unique feature 
of the couch. It flips, literally: at the touch of a knob on its end, the 
back becomes seat and vice versa — and now we're facing the other way. 
Immediately before us are four low square tables, placed together. 
Each has a foam rubber cushion, Right now, two of the tables are 
being used as such and two for seating; with all four cushions in place, 
it becomes a large area for very casual lounging: with all cushions re- 
moved. it serves as a low table for drinks for up to eight guests sozled 
enough to be sitting on the floor. A Saarinen couch and the classic 
Saarinen armchair with Versen floor lamp complete a charmed circle, 
a conversational grouping held together texturally and visually by the 
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Above: The kitchen's 
ultrasonic dishwasher uses 
inaudible hi-fi tound to 
eliminate monual wosh- 
ing. No soop, detergent 
or hot water are required 


and drying cycle. 
nique kitchen stool 
constructed from rugged, 
contoured froctor sect. 


The gloss-domed oven in PLAYBOY'S kitchen is o rec- 
tongular modification of that by Frigidoire, shown 
above. The cooking “ficor” of the unit is odjustable in 
height, con be lowered to accommodote the largest 
roasts, automaticolly rises to counter level when the 
dome is opened, It is radiantly heated, will roast, brail 
or barbecue with the luscious viands in tantalizing view. 
Joining it is the touch-cool induction heating stove, a 
solid surface on which cold foods moy be prepared 
alongside bubbling pots. Because it's pots themselves 
thot get hot, spilled foods can't stick to stove, which 
brings cold water to o boil ina matter of mere seconds. 


KITCHEN 


deep-pile green nylon rug. 
And remember the foyer clos- 
et where we hung our things? 
We're now facing its living 
room side, a fourteen-foot 
wall faced with two-foot- 
square primavera’ panels, 
with flush-mounted color TV 
and built-in stereophonic 
speakers and hi-fi compo- 
nents behind them. This is 
our electronic entertainment 
installa From it, 
go to individual speaker in 
stallations in every room, 
cach with its own on-off and 
volume control. Here we 
can stack mood-music record- 
ings on the automatic chang- 
er, or flood the apartment 
with music for dancing. Or, 
if the occasion calls for 
serious listening—to Bach 
or Baker — we switch to 
the manually-operated tran- 
scription turntable and pick 
up for the highest in fi. 
Here, too, am long- and 
short-wave uancts, FM tuner 
and tapes§retordex Also, 
movie @fd &cFed pRbjcctors 
that cap throw pictires on 
a beaded "$@ecns Which lines 
the back offf@ painting by 
the fireplace 

And speak of enter- 
tainment, off@)@f the hang- 
ing Knoll cébifjets beneath 
the windows figlds a built-in 
bar, This p4imiits the canny 
bachelor to ‘Wgmain in the 
room while mixing a cool 
one for his intended quarry. 
No chance of missing the 
proper psychological” mo- 
ment — no chance of leaving 
her cozily curled up on the 
couch with her shoes off and. 
returning to find her mind 
changed, purse in hand, 
and the young lady ready 
to go home, damn it. Here, 
conveniently at hand, too, is 
a selftiming rheostat which 
will gradually and subtly 
dim the lights to fit the 
mood—as opposed to the 
harsh click of a light switch 
that plunges all into sudden 
darkness and may send the 
fair game fleeing. 

The same advance think- 
ing prompted the placing of 
an on-off widget for the 
phone within the cabinet, 
too, so that the jangling bell 

(continued on page 60) 
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or, what's worse, a chatty call from the 
date of the night before, won't shatter 
the spell being woven. (Don't worry 
about missing out on any fun this way: 
there's a phone-message-taker hooked to 
the tape recorder.) 

The rraysoy apartment brings ba 
the dining room—done away with in 
many another modern apartment — but 
this is a dining room with multiple 
functions. For intimate dining @ deux 
and in style. the fourleaf Mathesson 
gateleg table can have just one leaf 
raised. For less intimate occasions — 
say a midnight after-theater snack — the 
Shoji screens which close off the kitchen 
may be rolled back, and the kitchen’s 
island counter becomes a cozy, handy 
spot to set up chafing dish and silver 
ice bucket in which nestles a bottle of 
Mumm’'s Gold Label. 

For large formal dinners, the Mathes 
son table €in be expanded to seat twelve, 
but for casual get-togethers or big infor- 
mal parties it folds practically flat against 

vall, where one leaf-can be raised for 
cold or hot buffet. 

it is when we wish to host a host of 
folks that the flexibility of the apart- 
ment’s separate areas comes into full 
play. By moving aside the Saarinen 
chair, which acts as a psychological room 
divider between living and dining rooms, 
by tolling back the kitchen’s Shoji 
screens and opening the terrace win. 
dows, all these areas become united and 
we can entertain half a hundred, if we're 
a mind. This is possible because the 
apartment is not divided into cell-like 
rooms, but into function areas well de- 
Iineated for relaxation, dining, cooking, 
wooing and entertaining, all interacting 
and yet inviti dividual as well as 
simultaneous 

Consider again the dining room's mul- 
tiple uses. Obviously, it’s ideal for a 
ful-production gala dinner, as no “din- 
ing alcove” is. Or, with its pull-down 
globe lighting, it's perfect for all-night 
poker games, stag or strip. Yet we've 
seen how simple it is to join it to the 
living room. Similarly, the kitchen may 
be closed off from the other rooms by 
pulling closed the sliding screens. But 
since the urban male prides himself on 
his culinary artistry it may, more often, 
be open onto the dining room, so the 
host can perform for an admiring audi- 
ence while sharing in conversation. 

Now let's review the areas we've seen, 
starting at the entry again. ‘The hall 
4’ x 14”, closed off from the living room 
by the floor-to-ceiling storage wall. In 
addition to its clothes press, the hall side 
of this unit is partitioned to hold gear 
which no bachelor who takes pride in 
his home would want to lug through the 
house. Here are compartments with pegs 
and racks to hold skis, poles, waxing kit, 
rucksack. The floor of this space is lino- 
leum tile. Adjoining is a ventilated, 
dchumidified cabinet for tennis rackets 
in presses, golf bag, bracket for trusty 
Evinrude, fishing gear. A vertical space 
has pegs for hanging the good things that 
come in leather cases: binoculars, stereo 
and reflex cameras, portable radio, guns. 
Other compartments hold wet weather 
and winter outer garments and footwear. 

Starting from the end of the storage 


wall and going around the dining room 
clockwise, we come first to the short 
8-foot wall facing the terrace. This is 
walnutpanel veneer. Standing against 
it, on a low wrought-iron stand, is a 
garden-type parabolic planter with giant 
philodendron growing in it, The long 
adjacent wall — which measures roughly 
20 feet — is smooth plaster, stark white, 
with high, 30-inch clerestory windows 
hung with blue drapes. Below them, serv- 
ing as sideboard, are a grouping of Her- 
man Miller storage cabinets in rosewood 
(No. 5520, $646). The window wall is 
approximately 14 feet long and consists 
of steel casements hung with translucent 
white dacron draw drapes, through which 
can be seen the weatherproof, metal, 
terrace furniture, all by Salterini. 
Now we come to the kitchen wall_ 
This consists of six Japanese-style Sho} 
screens, which can Slide to completely 
close or completely open the kitchen. 
Frames are of elm, covering is trans- 
lucent fiberglass. The Shojis are by Cal 
Craft. of California. 
Other dining room furniture is also 
eln: there are 8 dining chairs by Singer 
(No. 162, $122) upholstered in blue, and 
the Bruno Mathesson table already de- 
scribed. Iwo pull-down globular light- 
ing fixtures provide even, ample light. 
And now let's roll back those Shojis 
and enter the kitchen. Your first thought 
may be: where is everything? It's all 
there, as you shall see, but all is neatly 
stowed and designed for efficiency with 
the absolute mininum of fuss and haus- 
frau labor, For this is a bachelor kitch- 
cn, remember, and unless you're a very 
odd-ball bachelor indeed, you like to 
cook and whomp up short-order special- 
ties to exactly the same degree that you 
actively dislike dishwashing, marketing 
and tidying up. All that’s been taken 
care of here. Let's look it over. 
Notice, first, that it’s dean and func 
tional, but doesn’t have the antiseptic, 
medical look of so many modern kitchens. 
‘The walls are smooth gray, the floor of 
vinyl. Those hinged wood panels on the 
rear wall house a vertical freezer where 
you'll keep frozen fruits, vegetables, sea- 
food, game, and plenty of meat. Even 
if your apartment's a haven for drop-in 
guests as well as planned pleasures, 
there's ample space here for weeks of 
good eating. Next to the freezer is a 
verti ne bin, a honeycomb frame- 
work which holds the bottles horizontally. 
‘There's sufficient capacity here so you 
can exercise your canny skills in finding 
buys in, say, a special half case of ost 
a rich Burgundy that’s on sale, or a few 
choice bottles of vintage 1 — just 
right to go with your tossed-greens salad. 
Below the wine, which is stored hand 
height, are compartments for larger 
bottles, ie., your stronger potations and 
vin ordinaire, which you order in bulk 
and pour as needed into decanters. Next 
come dry-storage shelves and a utility 
closet where your once-a-week servant 
stores brooms and vacuum. 


like a doorless, blank-faced wall cabinet, 
with no way to get your hands on any- 
thing within. That's just what it is —it 


houses counter-balanced storage shelves 
that pull down to easy reach when 
needed. 

And now we come to something you're 
going to like: that standing white 
net in the center of the wall is an ultra- 
sonic dishwasher. Stack its rack with 
greasy dishes, with glasses that bear the 
print of a lipsticky kiss, with eggy 
es and forks. Shut the door and all 
is bathed in water and bombarded by 
ultrasonic sound waves which remove all 
dirt, Next in the automatic dish-doing 
cycle is warm-air drying and ultraviolet 
sterilization. And now we're ready to 
put the dishes away — but we don’t have 
to. Relax. Light up. Talk to your girl 
Play a Stan Kenton recording. The 
dishes stay right where they are, behind 
the panel, ready for their next use, since 
this machine also acts as a storage unit. 

You'll notice a cantilevered work 
counter runs the full length of the wall 
under the cabinets. It’s clear except for 
the foot-pedal sink — which need never 
be sullied by a dirty dish. 

And now for the damndest island 
counter you've ever seen, At one end is 
a radiant broiler-roaster. Here, under 
the wansparent dome, you can broil a 
four-inch sirloin or roast a pheasant — 
or a standing rib roast —to a turn, with 
all fumes drawn off and out of the house 
by a builtin blower which turns on 
when you tun on the heat. Lifting the 
hinged dome automatically brings the 
base of the unit to counter height. It's 
our bet that the manipulation of this 
broiler, and the sight through the dome 
of a sizzling steak, will prove for your 
guests a rival attraction to the best on 
TV. And you'll be the director of this 
show. 

From the broiler on down the counter, 
for about half its length, is a smooth 
Carrara glass surface on which you can 
sit or lean — if you have no keys or coins 

your pockets or ring on your finger. 
Because this, believe it or not, is your 
stove, although there's not a burner in 
sight and it's stone cold even when it's 
on, That's because it heats only metallic 
objects in its field, by induction 's the 
pots and pans that do the cooki not 
the stove top and you can be mixing a 
cool salad right beside a hot pot of pota- 
toes. Pilot lights beneath the aenceal 
glass top wink on or off to show w 
cooks when you twiddle the dials on the 
dashboard. 

The rest of the counter is work surface. 
Because this is a cool, light kitchen, the 
plant on it thrives. 

Beneath the stove and work counter 
is more storage space, hand-height uten- 
sil drawers and, down toward the vertical 
freezer, a refrigerator to hold a few days’ 
food, chilled mixers, beer and soft drinks, 
your pre-chilled Martini beaker and ver- 
mouth atomizer, canapés and cheeses, 
and an ample supply of ice cubes. 

For further information on any aspect 
of the PLavBoy penthouse apartment, 
write Playboy Reader Service, 11 E. 
Superior Street, Chicago 11, Mlinois. 

NEXT MONTH: 
THE BEDROOM, STUDY 
AND BATH. 


“Well, we'll give it a try, but I don’t think many 
men carry two dollars in change.” 
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LOVE, INC. 


know?” 

“The shoes. I always look at the shoes. 
How do you like our little planet?” 

“It’s — confusing,” Simon said care- 
fully. “I mean 1 didn’t expect—well— 

“Of course," the litte man said. 
“You're an idealist. One look at your 
honest face tells me that, my friend. 
You've come to Earth for a definite pur- 
pose. Am I right?” 

Simon nodded. The little man said, 
“I know your purpose, my friend. You're 
looking for a war that will make the 
world safe for something, and you've 
come to the right place. We have six 
major wars running at all times, and 
there's never any waiting for an im- 
portant position in any of them.” 

“Sorry, but —" 

“Right at this moment,” the little 
man said impressively, “the downtrod- 
den workers of Peru are engaged in a 
desperate struggle against a corrupt and 
decadent monarchy. One more man 
could swing the contest! You, my friend. 
could be that man! You could guarantee 
the socialist victory!” 

Observing the expression on Simon's 
face, the little man said quickly, “But 
there's a lot to be said for an enlight- 
ened aristocracy. The wise old king of 
Peru (a philosopher-king in the deepest 
Platonic sense of the word) sorely needs 
fete help. His tiny corps of scientists, 

umanitarians, Swiss guards, knights of 
the realm and royal peasants is sorely 
pressed by the foreign-inspired socialist 
conspiracy. A single man, now —” 

“I'm not interested,” Simon said. 

“In China, the Anarchists ——" 

“No.” 

“Perhaps you'd prefer the Commu- 
nists in Wales? Or the Capitalists in 
Japan? Or if your affinities lie with a 
splinter group such as Feminists, Pro- 
hi ists, Free Silverists, or the like, 


“Who could blame you?" the little 
man said, nodding rapidly. “War is hell. 
In that case, you've come to Earth for 
love.” 

“How did you know?" Simon asked. 

The little man smiled modestly. 
“Love and war.” he said, “are Earth's 
two staple commodities. We've been 
turning them both out in bumper crops 
since the beginning of time.” 

Is love very difficult to find" Simon 
asked. 

“Walk uptown two blocks,” the little 
man said briskly. “Can't miss it. Tell 
‘em Joe sent you.” 

“But that's im) ible! You can’t just 
walk out and Pes z 

“What do you know about love?” Joe 
asked. 

“Nothing.” 

“Well, we're experts on it.” 

“I know what the books say,” Simon 
said. “Passion beneath the lunatic 
moon ——" 

“Sure, and bodies on a dark sea-beach 
desperate with love and deafened by the 
booming surf.” 

“You've read that book?” 


(continued from page 18) 


“It's the standard advertising bro- 
chure. I must be going. Two blocks up- 
town. Can't miss it.” 

And with a pleasant nod, Joe moved 
into the ocd 

Simon finished his cola-cola and 
walked slowly up Broadway, his brow 
knotted in thought, but determined not 
to form any premature judgements. 

When he reached 44th Street he saw 
a tremendous neon sign flashing bright- 
ly, It said, rove, inc. 

Smaller neon letters read, Open 24 
Hours a Day! 

Beneath that it read, Up One Fligh 
Simon frowned, for a terrible sus] 
cion had just crossed his mind. Still, he 
climbed the stairs and entered a small, 
tastefully furnished reception room. 
From there he was sent down a long 

corridor to a numbered room. 

Within the room was a handsome 
gray-haired man who rose from behind 
an impressive desk and shook his hand, 
saying, “Well! How are things on Ka- 
zangai 

“How did you know I was from Ka- 
zanga?"” 

“That shirt. I always look at the shirt. 
I'm Mr. Tate, and I'm here to serve you 
to the best of my ability. You are ——" 

“Simon, Alfred Simon.” 

“Please be seated, Mr. Simon. Ciga- 
rette? Drink? You won't regret coming 
to us, sir. We're the oldest love-dispens- 
ing firm in the business, and much 
larger than our closest competitor, Pas- 
sion Unlimited. Moreover, our fees are 
far more reasonable, and bring you an 
improved product. Might I ask how you 
heard of us? Did you see our full page 
ad in the Times? Or——" 

Joe sent me,” Simon said. 

“Ah, he’s an active one,” Mr. Tate 
said, shaking his head playfully. “Well 
sir, there's no reason to delay. You've 
come a long way for love, and love you 
shall have.” He reached for a button on 
his desk, but Simon stopped him. 

Simon said, “I don't want to be rude 
or anything, but .. .” 

“Yes?” Mr. Tate said, with an encour- 
aging smile. 

“T don’t understand this," Simon 
blurted out, flushing deeply, beads of 

rspiration standing out on his fore- 

lea I think I'm in the wrong place. 
I didn’t come all the way to Earth just 
for... I mean, you can’t really sell 
love, can you? Not love! | mean, then it 
isn't really love, is ic" 
‘But of course!” Mr. Tate said, half 
rising from his chair in astonishment. 
“That's the whole point! Anyone can 
buy sex. Good lord, it's the cheapest 
think in the universe, next to human 
life. But love is rare, love is special, love 
is found only on Earth. Have you read 
our brochure?” 

“Bodies on a dark sea-beach?” Simon 
asked. 

“Yes, that one. I wrote it. Gives some- 
thing of the feeling, doesn't it? You 
can't get that feeling from just anyone, 
Mr. Simon. You can get that feeling 
only from someone who loves you.” 


Simon said dubiously, “It’s not genu- 
ine love though, is it?” 

“OF course it is! If we were selling 
simulated love, we'd label it as such, 
The advertising laws on Earth are strict, 
I can assure you. Anything can be sold, 
but it must be labelled properly. That's 
ethics, Mr. Simon!” 

Tate caught his breath, and continued 
in a calmer tone. “No sit, make no mis- 
take. Our product is not a substitute. 
It is the exact selfsame feeling that 
poets and writers have raved about for 
thousands of years. ‘Through the won- 
ders .of modern science we can bring 
this feeling to you at your convenience, 
attractively packaged, completely dispos- 
able, and for a ridiculously low price.” 

Simon said, “I pictured something 
more — spontaneous.” 

“Spontaneity has its charm,” Mr. Tate 
agreed. “Our research labs are working 
on it. Believe me, there’s nothing sci- 
ence can't produce, as long as there's a 
market for it.” 

"I don’t like any of this.” Simon said, 
getting to his feet. “I think I'll just go 
see a movie,” 

“Wait!” Mr. Tate cried. “You think 
we're trying to put something over on 
you. You think we'll introduce you to a 
girl who will ace as though she loved 
you. but who in reality will not. Is that 
i 


I guess so,” Simon said. 

“But it just isn’t so! It would be too 
costly for one thing. For another, the 
wear and tear on the girl would be tre- 
mendous. And it would be psycholog: 
cally unsound for her to attempt living 
a lie of such depth and scope.” 

hen how do you do it?” 

“By utilizing our understanding of 
science and the human mind.” 

To Simon, this sounded like double- 
alk. He moved toward the door. 
"Tell me something,” Mr. Tate said. 
“You're a bright looking young fellow. 
Don't you think you could tell real love 
from a counterfeit item?” 

“Certainly.” 

‘There's your safeguard! You must be 
ied, or don’t pay us a cent.” 
Tl think about it,” Simon said. 

“Why delay? Leading psychologists say 
that real love is a fortifier and a restorer 
of sanity, a balm for damaged egoes, a 
restorer of hormone balance, and an im- 
prover of the complexion. The love we 
supply you has everything: deep and 
abiding affection. unrestrained passion, 
complete faithfulness, an almost mystic 
affection for your defects as well as your 
virtues, a pitiful desire to please, and, 
as a plus that only Love, Inc., can sup- 
ply: that uncontrollable first spark, that 
blinding moment of love at first sight!” 

Mr. Tate pressed a button. Simon 
frowned undecisively. The door opened, 
a girl stepped in, and Simon stopped 
thinking. 

She was tall and slender, and her hair 
was brown with a sheen of red. Simon 
could have told you nothing about her 
face, except that it brought tears to his 
eyes. And if you asked him about her 
(continued on page 76) 


BOXING’S CHILD OF DESTINY 
floyd patterson prepares for the championship 


FLOYD PATTERSON, a dark-brown, wide- 
shouldered, slim-bodied child of destiny 
was 21 years old last January. Before 
his next birthday, if his stars hold true 
on their course, he may become the 
heavyweight boxing champion of the 
world. If he makes it, he will be the 
youngest man ever to do so. 

Joe Louis was one month past 28 
when he copped the title, John L, Sul- 
livan was 23 and a few months more. 
Jack Dempsey and Jim Jeffries were 24. 
‘Accident, luck and surprise played a 
part in the lives of all of these fellows 
— like most of the rest of us, they groped 
along the way. Louis toyed for a while 
with the notion of being a violinist. 
Sullivan learned the plumbing trade. 
Dempsey was on the bum, off and on. 
Jeffries got into the fight game as an 
afterthought. Each of them burst into 
boxing fame with a certain dramatic 

(continued on next page) 
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Under supervision of manager 
Cus D‘Amato, Patterson trains 
for his title bout with Moore. 


suddenness that startled the fighter 
almost as much as the public. 

It’s been different with Patter 
son. From the time he was a kid 
in Brooklyn (when he survived, 
with a litle help, a light, early 
dose of juvenile delinquency), he 
had had no goal in life except to 
the best prizefighter in the world. 
Froin_ the time he made his first 
pro fight, at 17, boxing experts 
and the boxing public have 
watched and marked him with the 
same possibility in mind. By then, 
Patterson had already served no- 
tice. He filed his claim before he 
began to shave, and before he'd 
earned a nickel in the ring. 

The first evidences of Floyd's 
flashy future came in 1952, in the 
Helsinki Olympics. One day, Pat- 
terson hit a Hollander named 
Leonardus Jansen so hard that it 
was a quarter of a minute before 
the victim, lying spread-eagled on 
the floor, even twitched. In the 
final bout in his class, light heavy- 
weight, Floyd knocked out Vasila 

(concluded overleaf) 


In his twelve round win over Tommy “Hurricane” Jockson, Petterson showed the style and stomina of a champion. 
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Tita, a Roumanian, with his first punch 
in the first round. The Olympic crowds 
were shocked by the clear, savage su- 
periority of the American kid. Patterson 
was not shocked. Neither was Cus 
D'Amato, a white-haired, bright-eyed 
old-timer in boxing management, who 
was waiting for Patterson back in New 
York. For them, the Olympics had been 
a taining camp, a calculated investment 
in time and newspaper space. When the 
boat from Finland hit 
D'Amato was there to meet it. 
gymnasium on East Ith Street, where 
Patterson had learned to box, th 
quickly signed the contracts they ha 
always known they would sign. Six 
weeks after Helsinki, Patterson fought 
his first fight as a pro. 

The next milestone came four years 
later. On June 8, 1956, in Madison 
Square Garden, with a coast-to-coast TV 
audience looking on and $140,000 in the 
pot, Patterson met and licked the only 
man who stood between him and a crack 
at the heavyweight tide. For better or 
worse. Tommy (Hurricane) Jackson was 
the world’s No. 2 ranking heavyweight. 
For better or worse, for all his daffiness 
and wild-eyed slapstick, Jackson was a 
true “big man,” almost impossible to 
hurt. winner over half a dozen of the 
best in the business, outweighing the 
lean-shanked boy in front of him by 
fifteen pounds. When Patterson whipped 
the Hurricane in twelve rounds, Floyd 
proved many things, to his own and the 
crowd's satisfaction. 

He proved he could hit hard enough 
to shake and hurt the man with the 
toughest shell in the game. He proved 
he had the fortitude and judgment of 
pace to go a distance under heavy pres- 
sure. He proved he was an intelligent 
fighter as well as a strong one: he 
changed plans in mid-fight, a real wick 
for a youngster, When he found he 
could not knock Jackson out with a 
quick birst of fire, he switched to a fight 
of attrition. He wore Tommy out, and 
beat the Great Vitamin with some vi- 
tamins of his own. 

There were some things he didn't 
prove. Jackson is a light hitter — Pat- 
terson has yet to show he can take the 


FLoYD 
PATTERSON 


Height .....5/11” 
Weight 


Reach 


punch of a hard-hitting big man. At 
178 or 180, Patterson is still small for 
a heavyweight. The small men who have 
raised the most hell with big guys have 
been shifty, tricky defensive boxers, like 
Harry Greb and Billy Conn. Patterson 
is not that type. He fights like a puncher 
—aggressively, in a straight line, wing- 
ing with both hands. His style invites 
a slugging match. Is he big and strong 
enough to outslug a full-fledged slugger? 
That's the question before the house as 
Patterson faces the last step on his way 
to glory. 

The last step is blocked by Archie 
Moore. Arch hie like a heavyweight 
should. He's a cool man, in more ways 
than one. He is old enough to be Pat- 
terson's father (39 by Moore's own 
count, 42 by his mother's); and in grow- 
ing to be twice as old as Patterson, he 
has learned at least twice as much as 
Patterson knows today. 

Talking to Patterson, you realize that 
the thought of Moore’s strength and 
cunning do not disturb him. He has 
acquired great confidence in his golden 
destiny. It doesn’t show in what he says. 
It shows in the serene, self-assured way 
he moves, smiles, listens, and takes life 
as it comes— because it seems to be 
D'Amato does the chat- 
tng. “ is an easier fight for Floyd 
than the Jackson fight,” the manager 
babbles, full of excitement over the big 
prize that is in their reach. Patterson 
turns his slow, quizzical glance from his 
white hardtop Cadillac, which is parked 
near by, to D'Amato. “In some ways, 
Floyd is smarter than I am,” says 
D‘Amato, catching the glance. Patterson 
smiles his secret little smile, not con- 
firming this or denying it. It's not im- 
portant for him just now to be smarter 
than D'Ainato. Between them, they have 
grossed about $125,000 since he turned 
pro, and will do much better as time 
goes on. What’s important for Patterson 
is to be smart and strong enough to 
handle Moore. What about that? “Well, 
I'll try to be ready for him,” Patterson 
says. There is no doubt behind this 
remark; just a quiet, matter-of-fact de- 
termination to miss no bets, 

After the Jackson bout, Patterson be- 
gan to study TV kinescopes of some of 
Moore's fights— Moore with Bobo Olson, 
Moore with Marciano. That is Floyd's 
way of scouting opponents. He runs 
fight films over and over with his own 
projector in his two-room flat in the 
Bedford-Stuyvesant region of Brooklyn. 

The flat is not far from the tenement 
where his family lives, where Floyd was 
raised after the family came north from 
Gastonia, S.C. There are 1] kids in 
the family, all but two of them boys. 
The father, Tom Patterson, has been a 
chauffeur and a truck-driver. The 
mother, Anabella, is a big, forceful 
woman who makes quick, forceful de- 
cisions. She made a decision for Floyd 
about 10 years ago. He was running 
with a rough street gang, raising hell 
and looting in a small way. With no 
hestitation, she sent him for a year to 
Wiltwyck, an upstate New York school 
for problem children. It seemed to do 


‘same quality of youth that 


the job she wanted. Afterward, Floyd 
finished two years of high school. By 
then, he was already boxing in 
D'Amato’s gym, as two of his brothers 
had done before him. And there was 
no thought in his mind but the one that 
controls it today: to be the world’s best 
fighter. 

He is still a young monk of the ring, 
a dedicated athlete. There has been no 
time yet to develop glossy quirks and 
sidelines. The Cadillacs—he trades in 
for a new one every year — represent 
one slight sign of bloom. He has a rela- 
tively steady girl, Sandra Hicks, with 
whom he goes to movies or on the Coney 
Island park rides he has always liked. 
“But I have no plans at all for mar- 
riage yet,” Patterson says, when asked 
about it. In the matter of clothes, he is 
just beginning to “move” — nothing yet 
like the pleats and drapes of Maxie 
Baer, or the sophisticated berets and bop 

immings of Archie Moore. or the flam- 
ing sports clothes and tams of Joe Louis. 

Its Louis you think of first, as you 
watch Patterson's smooth, fast, exciting 
rise toward the top. He lacks—and this is 
a major disadvantage — Louis’ size and 
hitting power. But there is something 
of the same flair for dramatic action in 
the ring, the same sense of roe" the 

lo. 


e had 
20 years ago. There is also the same 
big eating (Patterson specializes in woll- 
ing a Carolina dish, pork and yams), 
and the same big sleeping. Perhaps Pat- 
terson is naturally wiser and quicker of 
mind that Louis was at the same age. 
But Joe had a gift for home-spun truths 
and simple bons mots which Patterson, 
to a degree, seems to share. Just before 
the Jackson fight, as we sat around talk- 
ing in Floyd’s Catskill training camp, 
Cus D'Amato began to make a speech 
about why Patterson would not insist on 
championship conditions for the fight, 
such as small, six-ounce gloves. 

“Small gloves would favor us,” pro- 
claimed D'Amato, “but we won't ask for 
them, because Floyd hates to take ad- 
vantage of anyone. Hey, Floyd?” 

Patterson gave him an ironic look. 
“What advantages?” he sai “He'd be 
wearing the small gloves too.” 

Later the same day, under pressure, 
Patterson talked a little about himself. 
“I have to prepare for all the possibi 
ties, going the distance, and so forth,” 
After all, I'm not supposed to 

like Bob Baker and Buc- 
.” Ever so faintly the 
word “supposed’ was underlined by his 
tone of voi The implication was: 
maybe I'm a little stronger than you 
think. For himself, Patterson thought 
he was big and strong enough for Mar- 
ciano, before Rocky retired. He thinks 
he is big and strong enough for Archie 
Moore. He thinks he can go all the way 
the first time he fights for the title. 

And —if he's wrong about that—do 
you know anybody who can stop him 
on the second try? Or the time after 
that? And once this child of destiny 
has grabbed hold of the title, who's go- 
ing to take it away from him? 
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EVER SINCE THAT eye-patched gazebo in 
the Hathaway shirt ads began contem- 
plating a wedge of gorgonzola, sniffing a 
glass of Haut Brion—looking so damned 
urbane — we've had the glowing fecling 
that shirts were finally coming in for 
their fair share of public whoopdedo. 
After all, that hunk of broadcloth or ox- 
ford cloth is a close and complimentary 
companion to your suits; you've got to 

(concluded on page 74) 


SHIRT TALE 


Collar styles, of course, come by the carload, but only a few are really worth wearing. Herewith, a breakdown of the 
better-looking basics you'll want in your shirt drawer: (I. to r.) English tab, button-down in a Clan Wallace tartan, short 
square point with stays, oxford clath bution-down, round collar (worn with pin) and short-point semi-spread with butions, 
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(that had happened a time or two in a 
minor way) but had ceased to exist, 
violenuy. Long before Parmenter could 
assemble any of those inner arguments, 
those form ions of conscience all 
handily listed, mentally, those considera 
tions of a practical nature — long before 
any of this occurred, the whole thing 
had becom accomplished fact, It 
had become a series of facis. Now, 
rather late in the day, Parmenter © 
backing out. 

“You know 


the girl said. “I'm not 
really asking very much. I want you to 
get a divorce. I want you to marry me. 
[want it to go on and on and on, you 
see, 30 naturally I'd like that 
But I'm not asking for any of that. I'm 
just asking, please don’t stop. Please 
don't stop because 1 don't want it to 
stop. And please don't stop because it’s 
so good for you.” 

“Look,” Parmenter said. 
use going over it agai 

“No,” the girl said. “You're loyal, 
Parmenter. You're uniquely loyal. I 
guess that's why I love you. One reason 
en when you're being 
gainst me." She put her hands, 
her wonderful wonderful loving hands, 
on the table. “Damn it.” she said. 
ng awfully good,” Parmen- 
nd they both knew what he 
‘There weren't going to be any 


“There’s no 


meant. 
recriminations, especially not that b 


basic recrimination. “That had been 
other old-fashioned surprise she'd had — 
they'd both had, in fact. Not that it 
wasn't all right now. It was absolutely 
all right now and no harm done what- 
ever because she'd been sensible about 
it. She hadn't lost her head or anythin; 
just moved fast, and told) Parmenter 
about it after it was all fixed up. 

The waiter, who knew them and who 
knew well the face of clandestine love 
and the atmosphere of love's unhappy 
ebbing. had put another drink before 
them. They were on 59th Street and 
October was across the street, in the 
park. For some reason Parmenter, who 
was 36 years old, was thinking that right 
now he was afraid, literally’ afraid, of 
walking out of this place and into an 
October evening. He raised his Martini 
and again they exchanged that little 
gesture, that they had made into some- 
thing super-personal, and that had (oh 
God, thought Parmenter, his heart turn- 
ing over, his craven h ing to 
break) come so quickly to mean so 
much. 

Over the brim of the glass his cyes 
Tooked into hers. Her eyes were a clear 
blue, She was a stunning red-haired girl 
with that fine creamy skin the lucky red- 
heads have, instead of pallidness and 
freckles, and she had a fine receptive 
smooth active body and a fine smooth 


receptive and active mind. Parmenter 
had found out almost immediately that 
she wasn't red-haired at all. He had 


found out, almost immediately, a great 
deal about her because that was the way 
she had told him. “I mean if you have 
to make  reserv: then you know 
you're making an ke, it seems to 
me.” But it was some time before Par- 
menter could view wholly the magnifi- 


cent gift she was making of herself 
by then he was beginning to spoil it all 
with guilt. 

“Go home,” the girl said to him now. 
‘You'd better go home, Parmenter. 1 
know when I'm licked. 

“Well, I guess I'd better,” Parmenter 


said, 


3et out of my life.” the girl said. 
“You haven't any guts. I hate you.” she 
stid, beginning to shake very violently, 
slopping her drink, sitting up with a 
terrible str Parmenter 
tinally saw the sudden appearance of red 
veins in the whites of her eyes. 

“Well, all right,” he said feebly. 

“No, listen,” the girl said. “I think 
you're brave to decide the way you did, 
Parmenter, but you are brave. Damn it,” 
she said, “I can't think any wrong of 
you, you bastard. I wish I could yell ou 
a whole string of dirty words, that’s the 
way I feel, like bastard, that’s a real 
tough hard-sounding word. So I love 
you Parmenter. Thit’s one thing. And 
when a woman loves a man and she 
knows she's good for him and he throws 
it away anyway . .. Well. Just remember 
that I love you, darling, Dear darling, 
Nothing is going to change that, 1 can 
tell you with pericct assurance. And I'm 
no schoolgirl. I'm no fool, either, ex- 
cept in this respect. This has been the 
notable exception in my life,” she said. 
are of il 
ter said again. 
. “Pay the 
b. I see the 


Well.” Parm 
“Oh come on, 
check and put me 


night is ling,’ “and the 
month is October, [ never knew I'd be 
starting my life all over again some 


October night.” 


She marched ahead of him, holding 
her long i 


k in that 
ht way; and Parmen- 


her long neck 


vessel of his life, found too ate, too ate. 

‘There were three cabs ranked at the 
curb. ‘The girl sort of sprinted across 
the sidewalk and by the time Parmenter 
had caught up with her she had climbed 
into one and y sitting huddled in a 
corner of the s as though all of her 
strength had been exhausted now. 

“LT think T'll go to San Francisco,” she 
said. “L think [ won't be able to take 
New York any more. But you'll hear 
from me. You'll know where I am. I'm 
not running away from you.” 

Parmenter leaned into the 
“Listen,” he said. He 
know. He wanted her to know infinitely, 
and now it was too late. “Thank you 
very much,” Parmenter said. 

He watched her cab pull out into the 
heavy eastbound saream of trafic and 
she Kept waving to him through the w 
dow and Parmenter moved farther and 
farther out into the road until even that 
thread broke, and he was alone. 

He began to walk exst himself, cutting 
down by the Plaza, and trying to be 
careful and methodical in the rearrang- 
ing of his mind. In the matter of living 
a double life and all the deceptions 
great and small that went with the 
living of a double life Parmenter hi 
covered a trick of the mi 


cab, 


wanted her to 


ways scemed to work better and better 
the more he used it. Parmenter could 
go click in his mind and immediately 
tum off the happy illegal part of his life, 
could immediately become a typical ten. 
thousand.a-year_ man with typical 
ieties and typical frustrations; and with 
his own sad knowledge that somewhere 
along the line he had lost, or sacrificed, 
his strong surcness in himselt. 

And Parmenter, ah so recently, had 
also been able to go click his mind 
and at once become no less than the 
lover of a fine clever red-haired girl, a 
believer in miracles and faith, the pos- 
sessor of a brand-new second chance. 

Click went Parmenter, walking down 
Fifth Avenue, click, goddamn it. click. 

But the trick, seeming once so per- 
fected and then failing him in his love, 
would not now rescue him from his love. 
He didn’t even have that any more, Par- 
menter thought, 

He hailed a cab after he'd walked a 
few blocks and gave the driver his 
Gramercy Park address. Presently h 
mind clicked all by itself and he bega 
wondering if he should give up the New 
York apartment and move to. say Con- 
necticut. Or even Jersey. There were 
some nice places in Jersey. Parmenter 
had been wondering about a move of 
this kind for rs but he'd never done 
anything about it and probably wouldn't 
do anything about it because he knew it 
wouldn't solve anything. The thi he 
must always consider about Louise, Par- 
menter thought, was that nothing was 
going to change her now but if they ever 
started moving, if she ever started shoot- 
ing her restless energy into new houses 
and new communities, well, there'd be 
no end to it. Parmenter knew that, 

“Oh here’s Harty now,” Louise said 
when Parmenter let himself into the 
foyer of their apartment. She was talk- 
ing into the telephone, her pointed 
he: ped pretty face very alive. her 
dark hair seeming alive and energetic of 
itself; and she held the telephone away 
from her and said: “Hurry, Harry. 
Change your clothes. The Davidsons are 
having cocktails and a buffe 

(PU call you Parmenter. I'll call you 
Parmenter because I don't want to call 
you something that somebody else has 
called you, loving you.) 

“OK,” Parmenter said. Lights, he 
thought, music, loud noise and liquor. 
Very fitting. Kind of a wake. He wilked 
into the bedroom, jiggling his key ring, 
listening to the sound ol Louise's tele- 
phone voice, and knowing he was home. 
He sat on the edge of the bed and began 
taking off his shoes. 

(Parmenter, you've only got one life. 
Oh, we're sinning, I guess. But it’sa sin 
to waste away your life, too. That's a 
worse sin, darling.) 

“Honestly,” Louise said, coming into 
the bedroom in that unexpected. rush- 
ing way she had, “I don't know why 
you have to take out every damn visiting 
fireman the firm is interested in. 1 
haven't been able to plan anything for 
months. Look at tonight. I had to 
phone and explain. And everybody will 
be miles ahead of us by the time we get 

(concluded overleaf) 
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GET OUT OF MY LIFE 


there.” 

Deception had been this easy. So 
pathetically easy, Parmenter thought, 
and with the hoariest of old excuses. 

“Bill, Davidson never runs out of 
liquor.” Parmenter said. 

“Oh God,” Louise said, “don’t tell me 
fou're in one of your coarse moods to- 
night. Don’t tell me you're all primed 
to be one of the boys: 

“Well,” Parmenter s: 
humorous 
can, dari 
drinks. 

“I'm getting tired of never getting 
anywhere on time,” Louise said. “I'm 
getting tired of making excuses for you. 
It’s not,” she said, “as though you were 
the president of the firm, or something. 
After all, an assistant art director should 
be able to come home at five o'clock. 

“Well.” Parmenter said, “I think I've 
ged to get off the hook about that.” 
in hardly believe that,” Louise 
“You've Iet them push you around 
too much for that to come true. Oh no,” 
Louise said. “I know perfectly well that 
next week-end you'll have to fly to Bos- 
ton or Baltimore or some other godfor- 
saken place to contract somebody for 
twice as much money as you make your- 
self. Sometimes I think you like being 
humiliated like that. You enjoy it. T 
suppose,” she said, “it’s Freudian with 

You want to punish yourself.” 
Parmenter said. 

“Yeah'," Louise mocked. She had 
taken off her housecoat and was dressing 
with that energy, that series of zips, 
nd tugs that made her seem to be 
g her underclothing. She put on 
a pair of stockings as though she wanted 
to destroy them. “I really love 
“the way you dream up this bril- 
ee. *Yeah’.” 

Parmenter said, “let's lay off 
t tonight, huh? I'm beat tonight.” 
You're always beat,” Louise said. “Al- 
ys tired out. What about me? It 
never scems to occur to you that J might 
be tired, that J might have had a tough 


d, trying to be 
bout it, “I'l go as far as I 
ig With you counting the 


snaps 


Parmenter said, mystified as 


(continued from page 70) 


always when Louise challenged him with 
the hardships of her life. “What hap- 
pened to you today?” 

“Oh God,” Louise said. “What hap- 
pens to me every day. Nothing. Precisely 
nothing. 

They were going out. They were go- 
ing out for cocktails and a buffet or 
alent maybe a thousand or 
ind times their lives to- 
gether. And Louise was getting up a 
head of steam, menter knew the 
evening would be a flat failure for Louise 
unless she could whip herself up into 
something just this side of frenzy. Louise 
couldn't launch herself into a party cold. 

“Oh my God,” she said, beginning to 
laugh. (Wild ironic laughter always 
signified that she was building up a 
good pressure.) “That fool Ellen David- 
son, when I called her to say we'd be 
late. She actually was idiot enough to 
ask me was I sure that it was all business 
with you. ‘Maybe he’s got a nice little 
blonde somewhere, darling, Or a red- 
head. Did you know there was a rage 
for red-heads?’" Louise said in a mim- 
icking voice. “Well, I told her. J told 
her a thing or two." 

Parmenter was silent. This was the 
nt where he always felt pity for 
sc, pity for himself. Pity for himself 
was a thing of the past. Now he began 
to wonder: where were the famil stir- 
tings of pity for Louise? He had taken 
off his suit and now he stood in front of 
the pier glass and took off his shirt. 

“Oh op admiring yourself,” Louise 

nd hurry, Harry.” 
‘You can set your mind at ease about 
that,” he said. 
What?” Louise said, suspicion 
She was lightning-quick, Louise, on cer- 
tain scents. 

“Never mind,” Parmenter said. 

Louise worked at it, and then leaped 
to something else. “That Henderson girl 
and her husband are going to be there, 
id. “We all have to be very nice 


?" Parmenter said. “Why 
“They lost their baby, that’ 
Louise said. 


why, 


“TON SMiTS 


Parmenter started for the bathroom. 
He didn't want to hear about babies 
around here. 

“It's an awful thing, to lose a baby," 
Louise said, pursuing him. 

“Well,” Parmenter said, “I guess it is, 
all right.” 

Guess is right,” Louise said. 
certainly wouldn't know.” 

“No,” Parmenter said, feeling some of 
the pity for her now, thinking OK, boy, 
now let's really get to work on’ this. 
Let's try to keep her from the worst part 
of it. “Aren't they the ones," he 


“You 


“Well.” Parmenter said, 
off dead, isn’t it? They're better off too.” 
“That's the auitude I might have ex- 


it's better 


pected of you,” Louise said. “Well, let 
me tell you something. I envy that Hen. 
derson girl. [ envy anybody like he 

“Now look,” Parmenter said. “Don’t 
be foolish . . . 

“I'm not foolish.” Louise said. “I’ve 
just never had any children, that’s all.” 

“We could have adopted some,” Par- 
menter said. 

“I don't want adopted children!” 
Louise was be to shout. “I want 
own. I want them out of my own 
ides! 


Parmenter said. “Now 


But it was coming now and he couldn't 
sto Tt coming, the thing that 
had streaked Parmenter’s hair with pre- 
mature that had cost him three 
vice-pr pointments in a row, 
d cost him faith and 
Jes and left him with nothing but 


A sterile husband,” Louise moaned. 
“You might as well be impotent, too.” 

“Look,” Parmenter said desperately. 

“No you look,” Louise said. “That 
doctor swore to me, He swore to me on 
his honor when I told him how impor- 
tant it was for me to know. He swore 
there was nothing wrong with me. 

“It’s you,” Louise said. “You can't 
even father a child, Harry. You can’t 
even do that.” 

Tt had come. all right. But it had 
never come quite so baldly as this before. 
Parmenter had a towel, a long bath 
towel, in his hands. He held it for 
quite a while, watching and_ listening 
to Louise getting ready for a party. 

‘Then he threw the towel into a corner 
of the tub, 

Shaking a little, he went through the 
bedroom and into the kitchen. “I'm 
going to have a drink, 
“You want a drink, darlin; 

‘A drink?” Louise said. 
drinking, aren't we?” 

Parmenter brought in two shots any- 
way. “You better have one anyway, 
he said. “You might need it. You know, 
Parmenter said, sitting on the edge of 
the bed, feeling reasonably cheerful now 
in spite of the awesome vistas before him, 
in spite of the fact that here was the end 
of pity. 

“You know,” Parmenter said, “1 think 
I have some news for you.” 


he called back. 
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Hare's a pair of salty sterling silver 
cuff links in the shape of a ship's 
wheel and sporting a fine jeweled 

ich to set your sights. 
ha cluded 
comes 


stowed in a gift box for $1 
chu Uncle Sam's share. Bu 


FOR GOOD SPIRITS 


Fanciers of fermemiation know that 
wine is less apt to go sour if the bot- 
Ues are stored sideways (to keep the 
cork wet and the air out). This pleas- 
ant little rack holds 12 jovial jugs, 
promises an ever-zesty supply of gul- 
Jet wash. You send $2.98 to Dorothy 
Damar, Dept. F, 838 Damar Bldg., 
Elizabeth, N. J.. and she returns the 
rack, ppd., sans wine, of course. 


All orders should be sent to the ad- 
dresses listed in the descriptive 
paragraphs and checks or money 
orders made payable to the indi- 
vidual companies. With the excep- 
tion of personalized items, all of 
these products are guaranteed by 
the companies and you must be 
entirely satisfied or the complete 
purchase price will be refunded. 


A REAL GRIND 


Coffee fit for the gods can now be 
yours with this electric grinding mill. 
‘Those delicate oils in the bean are 
held prisoner until you release them 
at the flick of a switch. 16 selector 
positions assurc the grind you 
desire. The mill is finished in white 
baked enamel and comes with a glass 
hopper (holds 114 Ibs. of beans), 
measuring glass and rugged motor. 
A steal at $23.95, ppd. from Morton, 
Dept. J, Box 205, Boonton, N. J. 
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It's sturdy wood 
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ha little help from the aay 
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860 Scarsdale Ave., Scarsdale, N. ¥, 
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SHIRT TALE 


(continued from page 67) 


choose one as warily as the other. Ac- 
cordingly, we've got some pertinent 
pointers on shirts to get off our chests. 

First thing to remember when mulling 
over the new crop is to pick your shirts 
with plenty of elbow and body room. 
Tight-ftting jobs have a tendency to 
cling; they tear easily and invariably 
look as if they've been filched from the 
kid brother's bottom drawer. Make sure 
both collars and cuffs are unlined to en- 
sure better fit and an extra measure of 
comfort; a box pleat in the back is a 
necessity for the same reasons. Make 
sure, too, that the collar fits rather low 
in front — mot smack in the center of the 
Adam's apple so that you turn verm: 
lion on every swallow, Breast. pockets 
are optional; most of the better shirts 
have them and some manufacturers even 
throw in a flap on the pocket. 

Shirts with collars that curl up like 
the toe of a rajah's boot should be 
quietly discarded, or (better still) never 
purchased in the first place. The culprit 
is usually starch, a milky mixture that 
turns both collars and cuffs into slabs of 
cold, crackling cement. Your laundry: 
man should be warned never to use the 
grievous glop on any shirt you own; your 
wife or maid should be booted firmly in 
the butt if either so much as thinks 
starchy. If you're still bothered with 
floppy collars, the classic button-down — 
soft, neat, always in place — is certainly 
one solution. This type of shirt will al- 
ways carry you well through every situa- 
tion, from sport coat casual wear to sup- 
per club gadding. Designed for office or 
evening shenanigans, rather than sporty 
occasions, are the English tab and round 
collar — always in good taste for town 
wear. With the latter two collar styles, 
French cufls are quite acceptable; but- 
ton-downs usually feature the barrel cuff. 
(If your particular collar nemesis turns 
out to be cosmetic stains— rouge, lip 
stick, even pancake makeup — you may 
light up at the fact that a gentle dab of 
toilet water on the soiled spot will whisk 
y:) 

By far the bestlooking shirtings we've 
seen this season are done up in minia 
ture tartans (Wallace, Royal Stuart, 
McPherson, etc.), both plaids and verti- 
cal stripes. They're fine for the office, 
but a note of warning; wear them only 
with a solid color suit and a solid color 
knit tie, or the dash will be felt blocks 
away. 

Colored shirts are, of course, a staple, 
and you should keep a good selection of 
light blues, tans and grays on hand as 
well as the standard whites. The pinks 
and yellows, so popular a while back, are 
less versatile, but still look good on some 
fellows. Cable or hairline stripes against 
a white background have long been rich 
favorites, in both oxford or broadcloth 
or the newer, practical dacron-cotton 
blends that wash and hang dry in three 
hours, without ironing. 


HEARTY HAM (continued from page 50) 


slow cured with flavors that are pure en- 
chantment, They must be cut like tissue 
paper. Both of them are served cold as 
appetizers, Prosciutto ham with ice cold 
melon is now one of the best known 
dinner preludes. Westphalian ham, cut 
into small transparent slices, rolled up 
and eaten as is or rolled up and filled 
with watercress salad will stir the most 
sloth{ul appetite into motion. 
BAKING A HAM 

Buy a quickcooking or tenderized 
ham. Place it fat side up in an uncov- 
ered roasting pan on a wire rack. Insert 
a meat thermometer into the thickest 
part of the meat. Bake in a slow oven 
and let it cool sufficiently so that it can 
be handled. Then cut away the skin 
from the fat side. If you do not like too 
much fat, cut away any fat in excess of 
¥Y inch. The depth of the fat can be 
told ily by inserting the tip of a 
sharp knife into the ham, You can feel 
the firm meat when the tip of the knife 
reaches it. The distance the knife was 
inserted shows the depth of the fat. 
Score the ham (ic. cut the fat to a 
depth of 1% inch in long diagonal lines 
about one inch apart). Cut in opposite 
rections to. make diamond shaped 
pieces. Make a paste of | cup brown 
sugar, 2 tablespoons flour, 2 tablespoons 
sherry and 1 teaspoon dry mustard. 
Spread the paste over the fat. Place the 
ham in a hot oven 425 degrees for 15 
to 20 minutes or until the top is golden 
brown. 

pLaynoy doesn’t look sweet upon the 
old practice of jabbing cloves into every 
baked ham. In the first place, the flavor 
of the cloves doesn’t spread beyond the 
small point where they're inserted. Be- 
sides, the flavor of whole cloves is ex- 
tremely intense. If you happen to bite 
into one, they're as harsh as a toothache. 
Tf you like a clove flavor in ham fat, you 
can blend it more easily by mixing some 

wdered cloves with the sugar mixture 
lore glazing the ham. 

For kitchen hobbyists who like to ad 
lib with easy ham dishes, PLavuoy offers 
the following recipes: 


GLAZED HAME STPAK WITH HOURKON 
(Serves 2) 


Half-inch center cut slice of ready-to- 
eat ham, weighing from % to 1 pound, 

\4 cup brown sugar 

4 cup Bourbon whiskey 

2 tablespoons breadcrumbs 

2 tablespoons melted ham fat or short- 

ening. 

Paprika 

Slash the edge of the ham ste: 
three or four places to prevent curl 
during cooking. Preheat the 
flame at 400 degrees. 

Heat the fat or shortening in a large 
frying pan until the fat shows the first 
wisp of smoke. Lower the ham slice care- 
fully into the pan. Cook over a moder- 
ate flame, turning the ham once, until 
the ham is medium brown on both sides. 

Transfer the ham slice to a shallow 
baking pan. A large metal pic pan will 
do. Mix the sugar, whiskey and bread- 


ng 


broiler 


crumbs to a smooth paste. Spread the 

ste over the top of the ham. Sprinkle 
lightly with paprika. Place the ham un- 
der the broiler flame about four inches 
below source of heat. Do not broil too 
closely to the fire or the whiskey may 
flame. Broil only until the glaze is me- 
dium brown. Serve at once. 


FRIED SMITHFIELD HAM, CREAM GRAVY 
(Serves 2) 


5-ounce jar of sliced, cooked Smithfield 
ham (or the same amount of meat cut 
thin from a freshly cooked Smithfield 
ham). 

Y_ cup milk 

34 cup cold water 
tablespoons butter 
tablespoons sherry wine 
cup ly 
teaspoons ce 
tablespoons cold w 

Combine the milk % cup 
cold water in a deep dish. Place the ham 
in the milk mixture for one hour. Put 
the ham together with the milk mixture 
in a saucepan. Slowly heat until the 
liquid boils. Throw off the liquid from 
the ham. Put the butter in the pan with 
the Let the ham sauté over a slow 
flame for three minutes. Add the sherry 
wine and light cream. Cook over a slow 
flame until the liquid just begins to bub- 
ble around the edge of the saucepan. 
Mix the cornstarch with the 2 table- 
spoons cold water to form a smooth 
paste. When the cream begins to boil, 


to SO. 


add the cornstarch mixture, stirring well. 
Cook until thick. Remove from the 
flame. Season to taste. Serve over hot 
crisp toast. 


HAM HASH, COUNTRY STYLE 
(Serves 4) 


Any leftover ham, canned ham or 
sliced boiled ham may be used. Be sure 
the ham and seasoning vegetables are 
minced or chopped fine. Mashed  pota- 
toes should be prepared without any 
milk or liquid. 

2 cups minced cooked ham 

Y, cup minced onion 

14 cup minced green pepper 

4 cup minced celery 

I cup mashed potatoes 

I teaspoon Worcestershire sauce 

Salt, pepper 

Vegetable fat 

Melt 3 tablespoons fat in a saucepan. 
Add the onion, green pepper and celery. 
Sauté the vegetables until they are ten- 
der but not brown. 

Mix together the ham, onion, green 
pepper, celery, potatoes and Worcester- 
shire sauce. Add salt and pepper to 
taste. Place the mixture in the refriger- 
ator to chill thoroughly. 

Shape the ham hash into eight round 
cakes about Y-inch thick. Brown on 
both sides on a lightly greased griddle or 
heavy frying pan. Serve with chili sauce 
or catsup. Then sit down at the table 
ight away, before your guests demolish 


the whole batch. 
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Don’t 


Sell Yourself SHORT! 


Why let the fact that you're 
‘short handicap you? Simply step 
into “ELEVATORS” amazing 
height increasing shoes today. 
You're almost 2 INCHES TALLER 
instantly. Only you know how 
you gained added stature, 

but everyone notices 
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into “ELEVATORS”, 

the shoes of success. 
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LOVE, INC. 


(continued from page 62) 


figure, he might have killed you. 
‘Miss Penny Bright," said Tate, 
Mr. Alfred Simon: 

The girl tried to speak but no words 
came, and Simon was equally dumb- 
struck. He looked at her and knew. 
Nothing else mattered. To the depths 
of his heart he knew that he was truly 
and completely loved. 

‘They lett at once, hand in hand, and 
were taken by jet to a small white cot 
tage in a pine grove, overlooking the 
sea, and there they talked and laughed 
and loved, and later Simon saw 
loved wrapped in the sunset flame 
a goddess of fire. And in blue tw 
she looked at him with eyes enormous 
and dark, her known body mysterious 
in. The moon came up, bright and 
w flesh to shadow, and 
nd beat his chest with her 
ts, and Simon wept too. 
though he did not know why. And at 
t dawn came, faint and disturbed. 
glimm 
locked bodies, and nearby the booming 
surf deafened, inflamed, and maddened 
them. 


At noon they were back in the offices 
of Loye, Inc. Penny clutched his hand 
for a moment, then disappeared through 
an inner door. 

real lov 


Mr. Tate asked. 


“Yest love, it was the real 
thing! But why did she insist on return- 


Post-hypnotic command,” Mr. Tate 


What?” 
What did you expect? Everyone wants 
love, but few wish to pay for it, Here is 
your bill, sir. 

Simon paid, fuming. “This wasn’t nec- 
essary,” he said. “OF course I would pay 
you for bringing us together. Where is 


she now? What have you done with 
her?" 
“Please,” Mr. Tate 1 soot 


“Try to calm yourself.” 
“L don't want to be calm!” Simon 


ssible,” Mr. Tate 
est hint of frost in his 
“Kindly stop making a spectacle 
of yourself, 

“Are yo "to get more money 
out of me?” Simon shrieked. “All right, 
Vl pay. How much do I to pay to 
get her out of your clutches?” And Si- 
mon yanked out his wallet and med 
it on the cles 

Mr. Tate poked the wallet with a 
stiffened forefinger. “Put that back in 
your pocket,” he said, “We are an old 
and respectable firm, If you raise your 
voice again, I shall be forced to have 
you ejected, 

Simon calmed himself with an elfort, 
put the wallet back in his pocket and 


sat down. He took a deep breath and 
id, very quietly, “I'm sorry. 
‘That's better,” Mr, Tate said. “I will 
not be shouted at. However, if you 
reasonable, 1 can be reasonable too. 
Now, what's the trouble?” 

“The trouble?” Simon's voice sta 
to lift. He controlled it and said, 
loves me.” 

“Of course. 

“Then how can you separate us?” 

“What has the one thing got to do 
with the other?” Mr. Tate asked. “Love 
is a delightful interlude, a relaxation. 
good for the intellect, for the ego, for 
the hormone balance, and for the skin 
tone. But one would hardly wish to con- 
tinue loving, would one?” 

“IT would,” Simon. said. 
was special, unique —" 
‘They all are,” Mr. Tate said. “Bu 
you know, they are all produced 

aime way. 


This love 


Surely 
the mech 


you know something about 
nics of love production?” 


“No,” Simon said. “I thought it was 
natural.” 
Mr. Tate shook his head. “We gave 


up natural selection centuries ago, short 
ly after the Mechanical Revolu It 
was too slow, and commercially unfeasa- 
ble. Why bother with it, when we 
produce any feeling at will by condi 
ing and proper stimulation of cert 
bitin centers? The resul? Penny, com- 
pletely in love with you! Your own bias, 
which we calculated, in favor of her 
nacotype, made it complet 
Iways throw in the dark sea-beach, 
luniitic moon, the pallid dawn — 
“The: de to 
love a 4 

“Could have been brought to love 
anyone,” Mr. Tate corrected. 

“Oh, lord. how did she get into this 
horrible work?” Simon asked. 
he came in and signed a contract in 
the usual way." Tate said. “Te pays very 
well, And at the termination of the 
lease, we return her original personality 
—untouched! But why do you call the 
work horrible? There's nothing repre- 
hensible about love.” 

“Tt wasn't love!" Simon cried. 
“But it was! The genuine article! Un- 
ed scientific firms have made qualil 
tive tests of it, in comparison with the 
natural thing. In every case, our love 
tested out to more depth, passion, fervor 
and scopt 


| 
We 


mon shut his eyes tightly, opened 
them Listen to me. 1 don't 
care about your scientific tests. 1 love 


me, that’s all that counts. 
to her! I want to marry 


her, she lov 
Let me speak 
her!” 

Mr, Tate wrinkled his no: 
taste. “Come, come, man! You wouldn't 
want to marry a girl like that! But if it's 
marriage you're alter, we deal in that, 
too. I can arrange an idyllic and nearly 
spontincous love-match for you with a 


guaranteed) governmentinspected _ vir- 


gin —' 
“No! I love Penny! At least let me 
speak to her!” 


“That will be quite impossible,” Mr. 
Tate sa 
“Why? 
Mr. Tate pushed a button on his desk. 
Why do you think? We've wiped out 
the previous indoctrination. Penny is 
now in love with somcone else.” 

And then Simon understood. He re- 
alized that even now Penny was looking 
at another man with that passion he had 
known, feeling for another man that 
complete and bottomless love that un- 
biased scientific firms had shown to be 
so much greater than the old-fashioned, 
commercially unfeasable natural selec 
tion, and that that same dark sea- 
beach mentioned in the advertising bro- 
chure —— 

He lunged for Tate's throat. Two at 
tendants, who had entered the office a 
few moments earlier, caught him and 
led to the door. 

“Remember!” Tate called. “This in 
no way invalidates your own experi- 
ence.” 

Hellishly enough, Simon knew that 
what Tate said was true. 

And then he found himself on the 
street. 

At first, all he desired was to escape 
from Earth, where the commercial im- 
practicalities were more than a normal 
man could afford. He walked very quick- 
ly, and Penny walked beside him, 
her face glorified with love for him, and 
him, and him, and you, and you. 

And of course he came to the shooting 
gallery. 

“Try your luck?” the manager asked. 

“Set ‘em up,” said Alfred Simon. 


AMOROUS GOLDSMITH 


(continued from page 37) 


“Well, whatever the case may be, I'm 
in love with her, and at death's coor,” 
groaned the goldsmith. “If the original 
of the picture exists anywhere in’ the 
world, I hope and pray that Allah may 
give me length of days sufficient for me 
to see her.” 

When those who had attended the 
sickbed left, they at once went about i 
quiring alter the painter of the portrait, 
to discover that he had gone on a jour- 
ney to another town. So they wrote him 
a leuer in which they represented to 
him their friend's deplorable condition, 
and asked whether he had invented the 
likeness out of his own brain, or ac- 
tually seen the 0} the flesh. 

“I painted the p feer the 1 
ness of an actual singing-girl,” came his 
reply. “She belongs to a vizier, and lives 
in the city of Kashmir in the clime of 
India.” 

When the goldsmith, who resided in 
Persi heard this news he at once 
packed his bags and set off for Indi: 
After severe exertions he reached Kash- 
and took up lodgings in the 
Some days later he went to see a cert: 
druggist, a local citizen who was 
shrewd, intelligent, sagacious fellow, and 


a 


interrogated him about their ruler and 
his character. 

“Oh, our king's a very just man,” the 
druggist told him. “Quite an admirable 
character. He's a teal benefactor to his 
subjects, equitable in his dealings with 
all who live under his sway. There's 
only one class of people he detests 
sorcerers. Let a sorcerer, male or female, 
fall into his hands and he flings them 
down a pit outside the city and leaves 
them to die of starvation. 
nd what about his ministers?” 

The druggist gave him a quick sketch 
of cach in turn. Finally the conyersal 
came around to the singing: 
picture. 

“She's in the household of Vizier So- 
and-so,” he told him. 

The goldsmith held himself in a few 
days while he thought out some strata- 
gem. Then one rainy night, when it was 
thundering and blowing a gale, he set 
off for the vizier's house irmed with 
some thieves’ tackle. Fastening « ladder 
by hooks to the wall, he climbed to the 
top of the.mansion and slipped down 
into the courtyard. There he saw all 
the vizier's slave-girls fast asleep, each 
in her own bed. One of the beds was 
marble, and lying in it was « girl radi 
ant as the moon rising on its fourteenth 
night. Going up to her, he sat down by 
her head and pulled off the coverlet, 
that was of gold cloth. At her head and 
fect stood a pair of candlesticks of shin- 
ing gold, each holding a candle of pure 
ambergris, Under her pillow he found 
a silver box, neatly concealed by her 

, containing all her ornaments. 
ng out a knife, he stuck it into 
the girl’s buttocks, inflicting a visible 
wound. She woke up in a terviffic fright, 
but seeing him close by her she was too 
afraid to scream. So she kept quiet, sup- 
posing that what he was alter was her 
money. 
“Here,” she wh 


pered, “take the bo: 
and everything in it. You won't ge 
anything by killing me. I throw myself 
‘on your mercy. I appeal to your honor.” 

The goldsmith took the box with its 
contents and went away. Next morning 
he got dressed early and went off with 
the box of ornaments to seck audience 
of the king. 

“Your majesty,” he cried after duly 
kissing the ground, “I'm your sincere 
her. I'm from Khorasan, and 
jesty’s. pro- 
I wish to place myself unde 
your banner. I reached the city late last 
ht” he went on, “but I found the 
gate was locked, so I slept outside it 
While I was lying there, half asleep 
and half awake, I saw four women ap- 
proaching: one was riding on a broom, 
another on a fan... 1 knew at once 
they must be witches, coming into ou 
city. As one of them approached me she 
gave me a kick with her foot, then she 
hit me with a fox’s tail she had in her 
hand. That hurt a lot, and I was so in- 
furiated by the blow that I pulled out 
a knife 1 had on me and stuck her in 
the buttocks, just as she turned her back 
on me and was making off. Feeling the 

(concluded on next page) 
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Color Choice: Blue. 
White, Green, or Red. 


‘ordering. 
SHOWER SHOE SUPPLY CO. 
Dept.P8, Box 276, Littleton, N.C. 


Science Gives You 
A Short Cut to Learning 
Learn Anything 
Faster — more easily 
with 
The DORMIPHONIC 
Memory Trainer 


“start to lear 
ested Dorm 
process fi 


ponies tukes over, ¢% 
‘you schile you sleep. De vou w: 

‘Memorize a speech —Break bad h 
SAVES YOUR TIME—YOUR. E} 
children henefii—so helpful and peas 
educators, psychologists, people of all ages, occupations 
and professions. 


Break Down Barriers to L 


Evidence Today. 
HONE, INC. Circle _7-0830 | 


' 
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HANDMADE ME: 
FIRE TUNED 


IF YOU 
LIKE T0 
COLLECT 
RECORDS =! 


Surety you w 


DRUMS targe size 1.6 95 ppa. 


Cured goat-skin heads. Handmade and 
meticulously fitted with special light and 
dark So. American hardwood. These drums 
produce the authentic two-note bongo 
thythm native only to handmade bongos. 
eoenps Tenor size $9.95 ppd. 
Eieesausee niet cerca BARRINGER & CO., DEPT. H 
$9.95 1275 Westchester Pl, Loz Angeles, Callf. 
rm 


— | 


vont one of our Wrought Ison Cablasts toshow-of more 


EY-HACKSGUARANTEEY 
@uesuie creations. © 2eN. a tat 


Name & Address 
Labels $1.00 


Mes, Achar H. Ranson 
"G38 Thurmai fence 
Roctester, New York 


Your name and address printed on 1000 fine qual- 
ity gummed Inbels, PACKED IN’ PLASTIC BOX, 
Use them on stationery, checks, books, greeting 
or bas Genie! pornsot pater Laoag nets Be sete 
ity gummed paper, 1000 labels for on 
81.00" postpaid Six orders for $5. THIS. 1S A 
SPECIAL OFFER. A Sensational bargain, Ideal for 
ls. Makes ieee peel present. Satisfac- 
on’ guaranteed. Handy Pros 

Siig Gaver ciy 1 Galion, 280 Jmrencn 


Soft o1 @ glove, confortoble, yet fully leathe 
Expertly benchmode of superb quolity leather. Cerdo- 
wwe, Block or Ton. Sizes 8 te 13. Give size ond 
width when ordering. 
NAVARRO BROTHERS 
Dept. ¥ 204 San Francisco St., EI Pox 


FEMALES BY COLE 


Now on cocktail napkins: a 
series of your favorite ferninine 
nip-ups by droll Jack Cole. 18 
devilish situations (including 
Prude, Indecisive, Homey, etc.) 
you've chuckled over in the 
pages of PLAYBOY—on 36 clean 


white napkins, for your next 
festive spree. The cost? Low. 


Just one buck per box, post- 


paid. Dach off your personal 
check tonight. 


PLAYBOY COCKTAIL NAPKINS 
11 E. Superior 
Chicago 11, HMlinois 


MEN! WE FIT 
W-I-D-E FEET 


E to EEEE Only ~ Sizes 5 to 13,26 


Real comfort at last for wide feet! We specialize in = 
men's w-i-d-e sizes. The smart styles you like to 
Wear but can't find in your w-i-d-e width. Top 
quality dress shoes, work shoes, sport and casual 4 
shoes, rubbers, slippers. Popular prices. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

Not sold in stores. Write for FREE Catalog 
today. No obligation! No agent will call. 


HITCHCOCK SHOES, Hingham 100-H, Mass. 


@ 


wound, she fairly took to her heels, 
dropping as she ran this box and every. 
thing in it. I picked it up and opened 
it, to find these valuable ornaments in: 
side. Take it; I don’t need it, as I'm a 
man that wanders among the moun: 
tains. I've cast worldly things out of my 
mind and foresworn all earthly goods, 
seeking the favor of Allah the Most 
High.” 

He left the box with the king and de- 
parted. As soon as he was gone the king 
opened the box: he took out all the 
ornaments, and began turning them 
over in his hands, to discover among 
them a necklace which he remembered. 
having given to the vizier who owned 


vhen the minister 
sn’t that the necklace I gave 


came in, 
you” 

The vizier recognized the necklace at 
once. 

“Yes,” he agreed. “And I gave it to a 
singing-girl of mine. 

“Bring me the girl forthwith,” the 
king ordered. 

The vizier produced her in a trice. 

“Now uncover her buttocks, and look 
and see if there's a wound there or not.” 

The vizier uncovered the girl's but 
and saw the knife-wound clearly. 
”" he reported. “The girl is 


“Then she's a witch,” the king an- 
nounced. “Exactly as the holy fellow 
told me. There's not the least shadow 
of a doubt.” 

So the king ordered them to put the 
girl in the Sorcerers’ Pit, and they des- 
patched her there that very day. When 
night fell, the goldsmith, knowing that 
his stratagem had succeeded, came to 
the guardian of the pit carrying a bag 
of a thousand golden dinars, and sat 
chatting with him till a third of the 
night passed. Then he turned the conver- 
sation in an interesting directio 
You know, brother, that girl 
pit is quite innocent of the mischief 
they alleged against her. It was myself 
that brought her to her present pass.” 

And he told the watchman the whole 
story from first to last. 

Brother, take this purse,” he con- 
tinued. "There's a thousand dinars in 
it. Give me the girl, and I'll take her 
off to my country. These thousand 
nars will be much more useful to you 
than keeping the girl in jail. And profit 
into the bargain of the reward Allah 
will give you on our account. We'll both 
of us pray for your welfare and safety.” 

When the warder heard this story he 
marvelled exceedingly at the goldsmith’s 
stratagem and how it had succeeded. He 
took the bag with its precious conten 
and let the girl go. on the strict con 
tion that the goldsmith should not tarry 
with her in the city a single hour. The 
goldsmith took her and set forth at 
once, journeying with all spced until he 
came to his homeland, his purpose Lully 
attained. 


—Translated by A. J. Arberry 


CIRCLING THE SQUARE 


ng here is our idea of A Real Man. 
His chest-hair may not be exactly luxuriant; he may not be 
able (in the words of Sir W. S. Gilbert) to “tell at sight 2 
lin” — but he’s Our Boy, nonethe- 


THE SUAVE CITIZEN rel 


chasse pot rifle from a j 
less. Why? Because he’s well-rounded. Puffing at a pipeful 


of 


ty tobacco, this modern magnifico can appreciate a 
insky —or Brubeck. When 


ph 
his ears have had their fill of such sumptuous sounds. his eyes 
can scan the profound pathology of Sigmund Freud, Jean- 
Paul Sartre—or Professor Michael Spillane. Food and 
drink? It’s obvious, from the satisfied expression on Our 
Hero's classic features, that he has recently supped and 
sipped superbly. The fair sex? Observe the solidly-stacked 


nograph-full of Bach, Str: 


ng stage left. Modesty prevented our artist from 
including a copy of rLaynoy. No matter: we can safely as- 
sume this well-rounded man is a regular subscriber to the 
Are you? Well-rounded, 
You probably are both. 


most well-rounded of ma: 


we mean? A subscriber, we 
But if you are not, reflect upon this: the opposite of round 
is square. And the most effective antidote for squareness 
(your best friends won't tell you) is PLAYBoy. Brush your 


teeth twice a day; sce your dentist twice a year; read PLAYBOY 


once « month, Subscribe today. 


NEXT MONTH 


Three rousing cheers for the big COLLEGE 
ISSUE of rLavnoy—including the first annual 3 years S13 2 years 710 


PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL in which you, the 
(You save $5.00 from the (You save $2.00 from the 


reader, vote for the musicians for the 1957 PLAY- Fagilags sitaleceapy aitca) 7 crawaler' ying lete ) 
BOY ALL-STAR JAZZ BAND —a weekend at ¢ DSS Seciaet oaeee rts Comes 


Dartmouth with JANET PILGRIM, and what | vent $6 
a time pLaysBoy’s favorite Playmate ha 


on this 


all-male college campus—a story of fraternity 
life by HERBERT GOLD and a most amusing 
satire of monster movies by RAY RUSSELL— 


Please enter my subscription to PLAYBOY for 


the second half of the full-color, twelve-page port- $. enclosed 3 years $13 
folio on PLAYBOY’S PENTHOUSE APART- C2 years $10 
MENT, All this and a good deal mare in the E 
October COLLEGE ISSUE of riavnoy. Billina later neyectaye) 
NAME. 
ADDRESS. 
city. 
ZONE STATE 


ENTER ADDITIONAL SUBSCRIPTIONS ON A SEPARATE 
SHEET OF PAPER, SEND TO PLAYBOY, 11 E. SUPERIOR, 
CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 096 
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“THE MAN AHOUT CAMPUS 
DRESSES MIGHT FOR EVERY OcCA~ 
ston.” All of the fine shops listed 


below are prepared to see that 
you're outfitted in taste and in 
style for the season ahead. 
ALABAMA 
BIRMINGHAM—Blach’s 


ey 
ASRS Metaser troters 
TUSCALOOSA— Blick, Friedman & 
Winston 
‘Town & Campus Men’s Wear 
Wiesel Company 
WINFIELD—Grayson Hill's 
ARIZONA. 
DOUG. 


<Hanny's 

aH —Dave Bloom & Sons 

ARKANSAS: 

JORESBORO—Lamberth & Coleman 
Siac Clothing House 

LE—Northington Shoe 


Roherts Clothes Shop 
's Department Store 

FULLERTON—Nielen”: 

LONG BEACH—Mead's Men's Store 


LOS ANGELES—tee shop 
PASADENA—Don Ray 
PASO ROBLES—David Rowe 


REDLANDS—Gair’s 

REDONDO BEACH—Guys Men's Wear 

SAGR AMENTO—Heeseman 

SAN HERNARDINO—Howe's Shoes 
"The Harris Company 

SAN FRANCISCO—Lyn Brooke 


Ber 
COLORADO: 
BOULDER—Barilent's Men’s Wear 
Bartlen’s Squire Shop 
Bergheim's 
Shop 


Don's Men's 
University Shop 
COLORADO SPRIN 
‘The Corner, Inc, 
DENVER—Dewey’s Men's Shop 
Kaufman 
‘Merris Alpert 
follhaber Men's Shop 


S—Rebbins On 


PUEBLO—Day-fones 
CONNECTICUT: 
HARTFORD—Campus Shop 
MIDDLETOWN—Connell’s 


L.& L Men's Shop 
KEY WEST-Bob Richman's 
TAMPA— lack Pendola, Inc. 


ST. 
COLUMBUS—Charceller Compan’ 
VANNAH-~Levy's Department Store 
Men's Quality Shop 


MOSCOW —aturpy's Men's apace 
ILLINOIS: ee 


lips Mens Wear 
axa Toxgery 


A 
CHAMPAIGN: 
Pat Kane 


Kaufman's 
Schumacher’s 

(CHICAGO—Barney’s Men's Wear 
Baskin 
Beacon’s Ivy Shop 
Steven Brody, Inc. 
D & G Clothes Soy 
Dal Degan’s Cab 
Duro’s 
Harvey Brothers 
Helander & Godey 
Tom Hynes 

lothing Company 


uals 


‘Turner Brothers 
YMCA Hotel Shu 
NSTON—Sel 
NEVA Courtsywear 
JOLIET—Harvey Brothers 

LA GRANGE Carls Torgery 


«Sore For Men 


Steven’s Sigre For Men 

LAKE FOREST—Robertson’s 
“Smiths Men's Store 

MELROSE PARK—Cobey’s 


MOUNT PROSPEGT—Stndberg’s 
NORMAL—Hall’s Tog Shop, Inc. 
OGLESBY—Kessler’s of Oxlesby 
OTTAWA~ Shank & Donahue 
PEORIA—Harvey Brothers 

Hotel Pere Marquette 
ROCKTON—Countrywear 
ROSELAND—Harvey Brothers 
SPRINGFIELD—B & F Toggery 

‘Harvey Brothers 


WAUKIG! 
Feinbery's 
Lindberg’s Men's Shop 
WINNETK A—The Fell Company 
ZION—Lovinger’s 
INDIANA 


EVANSVILLE—The Hub 
HAMMOND—Harvey Brothers 


detard Walore 
Tworlegs, Ine. 
MISHAWARA—Fred A. Ullmann 
PERU—Hall & Son, 
SOUTH BEND—Gilherts 
Rasmussen's Men's Shop 
The Hub Store 
TERRE HAUTE Joep 
VALPARAISO—}.P. Fahey Company 
George Neeley’s Men's Sho 
aibere os 


Henry's 
\G—Lewin-Woll 


port Shy 
FON—Ricpe Peterson 
CEDAR RAPIDS—Bremers Town 
i Country 
CLARION Crowe & Sons 
Ques Toesery 
IOWA CITY—Bremers 
Stephens 
KANSAS 
CONCORDIA—Daylight Clothing 
INDEPENDENCE —Rrucger & Rouse 
LAWRENCE—Jack Norman 
‘Phe University Sh 
pe University Sho 
MANHAFTAN—Don & Jerry Clothiers 
Gibbs Gothing Company 
Stevenson Clothing Compan 
Woody ae a 
SALINAS & § Men’s Shop 
TOPLKA—Cunningham Si 
WICHITAHianey Browers 
Lavin Men's Wear 
KENTUCKY: 
ASHUAND™Stechley’s 
LOUISVILLE “Lad-N-Dad Shop 
Pepa Gane 


ids 


PADUCAH-Jules Men's Shop 
RICHMOND —Cherault’s Men's § 
LOUISIANA: 


juden 
loring, 


W ORLEANS—Terry 
SHREVEPORT—Waldoct 


k Leonard University 
MASSACHUSETTS: 
AMITERS Chil Allen 


I's Men's Shop 
“Bartlett's Incorporated 
FIELD—Roxenfele’s 


TAUNTON—Knopf Sportswear 

MICHIGAN 

ANN ARBOR: 
Wagner & Company 
Wild & Commpam 

-ROSWELL— Atkins Dep: 

DEFROIT—Paul’s Men's Shop 


Princeton Shop, Ine. 

Todds Clothes : 
EAST LANSING—Ramsey's Univ. Shop 

Redwood & Ross 

The Tog, Shop 
FLINT—Chit Sackrider 

Crawford & Zimmerman 
HANCOCK—Joffee's 
HOUGHTON—Fd Haas & Company 
KALAMAZOO— Redwood & Ross 
ROYAL OAK—Publix Men's Weer 
SAGINAW=—Bondell’s 

Edward’s Mens Shop 
YPSILANTI— Prevost’ 
MINNESOTA: 
MARSHALL—Olson & Lowe, Inc. 
MINNEAPOLIS—Al Johnson, Inc. 

‘Sim's Men’s Weai, Inc. 

‘The Gollege Shop 
NORTHFIELD —Hub Clothing 
VIRGINIA—Palice Clothing Company 
MISSISSIPPL 
CLEVELAND—C. R, Anthony 

‘Tobe “Kaplans” Men's Shop 

Jay’s Department Store 
GREENWOOD—Larry’s, Inc. 
MERIDIAN—Alex Loeb Inc. 

‘Bud's Men's Shop 
OXFORD—Harmon's, Inc. 


MONTANA: 
BOZEMAN™Rowles Mack 

Tike Hub 

Warner's 
GLASCOW—Freids 
NEBRASKA 

INGTON Ayers Clothing 
LINCOLN’ 
OMAHS Berg Clothing © 
OMAHA—Berg Clothing Company 
Harvey Brewers i 
NEVADA: 
TAS VEGAS—Jack Garn 
NEW HAMPSHIR 
ANOVER-sJames Campion Inc. 

Dartmouth Co-op 
NEW JERSEY: 
BAYONNE--Chic, Grotshy, Inc 
IRVINGTON—Parkwey Mens Shop 
NEWARK— Marzi's 
PASSAIC Abbott & Son Ine 

“has. Charlop’s Sons. 
Clothes 


Harvey Brothers 


en's Shop 


SHORT HILLS- 
SUMMIT—Roots 
TRENTON—Alsury Robinson's 
WEST NEW YORK—Schlesinger’s 
NEW MEXICO: 
GALLUP—Glenn’s Men's We: 


JFFALO—Riverside Men’s Shop 
DUNKIRK—New York Store 
HAMILTON—Baum' 
fort's University Mer’s Shop 
APSTEAD—Edward Miller tne. 
'TY—George’s Men’s Shop 
Huddy Le 


Henry Lokos Inc. 

Lever & Green 
ONEIDA—Marshall Hope 
SCHENEGIADY—Vinick’ op 
SYRACUSE—Lund Univ, Men’s Shop 
TROY Arvpiie Tailors 
hasan Inc 
YONKERS—Gius. R. Herton 
NORTH CAROLINA: 
DURHAM—The Young Men's Shop 
FAYETTEVILLE—Black’s, Ine. 

Ed Fleishman & Bros, ‘Inc. 

The Quality Shop 
RALEIGH Larier-Womble 

Norman's 

Varsity Men's Wear 
ROCKY MOUNT—Epstein’s 
SALISBURY—Trexler Brothers Inc. 


NORTH DAKOTA: 
FARGO—Farge Tonnery. 
‘Hawkinson-Solberg Company 


The Straus Company 
GRAND FORKS—Silverman’s 


NCE—John Cheeks Men’s Wear 


AT —eckley"s 


BARBERTON—Fasber's Men's Shoy 


‘The Union Company 
DAVTON—Ray Bell Ine 
Dunhill’s Ine. 
‘Mevopolitan 
ARE—Leo C. Wilson Compary 
ytle’s 
OXFORD—Young's College Shop 
NEW PHILADELPHIA—Bosion Inc, 
V—Byer Brothers 
TELD—Vogue Shop 
STEUBENVILLE—Morley’s Clothes 
TOLEDO—Jack’s Mens Shop 
ei’ Men’s Shop 
YOUNGSTOWN—Powers & Flaugher 


OKLAHOMA: 
ENID—Gravs 
FREDERICK—Rex E. Curtis & Son 
STILLWATER—Varsity Clothing Shop 
OREGON 
ALBANY—Phil Small 
EUGENE—Bill Baker's Men's Weat 
PORTLAND—Millers for Men 
PENNSYLVANIA: 
ALLENTOWN—Koch Brothers 
BETHLEHEM—Tom Bass 

Silverber & Goldberg Inc 
CHAMBERSBURG—Lyons 


DELPHIA— Jess Butz 
Jerry Fine 
awson Clothes 
Martoni Tailors 
‘The Arrow Store 
PITTSBURGH—Frank Mens Wear 
Lefices Lid. 
RIDGWAY—The Toggery 
WILKES-BARRE—Louis Rosenthal 
WILLIAMSPORT—Daud's ens Shop 
RHODE. ISLAND 
PROVIDENCE Joha Betz Esq, 
SOUTH CAROLINA: 
CHARLESTON"G. W. Kessers 
‘aylor’s 
OLUMBIA—Grayson’s Inc. 
EORGETOWN Peoples Clothing 
GREENVILLE—Rob's Men’s Shop 


GREENWOOD “Rosenberg's 
McCOLL—Sutker's Department Store 
SOUTH DAKOTA: 
BROOKINGS Tergen’s 
LEAD—Finola’s 
RAPID CITY—Ostrom & Anderson 
‘TENNESSEE: 
BRISTOL Bank Sucet Men's Shop 
CHATTANOOGA~—Koblents, Ine 
COLLIERVILLE—United Supply 
COOKEVILLE Ideal Men's Shop 
SON CITY—The Penney Co 
HIS-—Grossman's 
HVILLE—Dix Limited 
Davitt's 


ws Men's Shop 
LAREDO—Shelby J. Theriot 
LUBBOCK—Doms Lid. 

PORT NECHES—Nights 

SAN ANTONIO—Todds 


T 
UTAH: 
PROVO—Hoover’s 
VERMONT: 
BURLINGTON—Shepard & Harelle 
VIRGINIA: 
CHARLOTTESVILLE—Kaufmar'a 


WILLIAMSBURG—\ 
WASHINGTON: 
PULLMAN—Cy's Campus Sport Shop 
TAGOMA—Karl's Men's Wear 
WEST VIRGINIA: 
CHARLESTON—Kaufman Brothers 
‘The Diamond 
HUNTINGTON—Dunhills Inc. 
MacPherson’s Inc. 
MORGANTOWN—Harry Goldsmith 
‘Oppenheimer's 
WISCONSIN. 
EAU IRE—Gampen 
LADYSMITH—Ditmanson Company 
MADISON—Speth’s Casual Wear 
‘The Hub, 
MILWAUKEE—Arnold’s Clothiers 
OCONOMOWOC—Snyders 
RACINE—Geo, & Lester's 
L. M. Smiths 
WAUSAU —Seim Brothers 
WYOMING 
LARAMIE—Walters 


CALGARY, ALBERTA— 
‘Al Regen Men's Wear Ltd, 
ONTARIO— 
Brothers Led. 


TORO: 
Lek 


AFRICA: 

LEOPOLDVILLE, BELGIAN CONGO 
—Kime 

ASIA: 

HONG KONG, B.6.C.—Wins-Wear 


NOW IS THE TIME TO BUY A NEW SUIT! 


All this month you'll see ptaysoy fashion promotion material in the windows and 
on the display cases of hundreds of fine stores. 

Because of the s 
should be a good 
requir ements. 


on, the display is aimed at the man-about-campi 
ninder to the man-about-fown, too, to attend to 


—but it 
apparel 


We trust that when you see the display you'll take time to take stock and stock up 
for your fall fashion needs. On campus or in business it pays to dress right — in 
fact, you can’t afford not to. 


FASHION DEPARTMENT ¢ PLAYBOY * 11 E. SUPERIOR * CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 


Exh | 


[EAFE SOHAPARTE— SHERATON &LACKSIONE HOTEL CHICAGO 


It isn’t polite to read at the table ... 2. We really can’t approve of this young 
man’s perusing PLayBoy during dinner at the posh Cafe Bonaparte in the Sheraton-Blackstone, but we can appreciate 
the enthusiasm, for it has made pLaygoy the largest selling quality priced (50c or over) men’s magazine in the nation 

. and the best possible medium for advertisers interested in reaching the urban male market. Table manners aside, 
want to know more about the PLAYBOY audience? 


PLAYBOY ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT «+ 11 E. Supssior St., Chicago, MI 2-1000 » 270 Park Ave., New York, PL 9-3076 


